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CHMSTUS: A MYSTERY 

INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 

There is no one of Mr. Longfellow's writings 
wUch may be said to lia^e so dominated his lit- 
enury life as that which is indnded nnder the title 
of Chrittus. The stady of Dante and the trans- 
lation of the Divina Commedia snbtended a wider 
aio in tune, but from the nature of things, the in* 
teipretation of a great woi^ was subordinate to 
tiie development of a theme which was interior to 
the poet's thooght and emotion. Yet even in point 
of time, that which elapsed between the first ooor 
oeption of Ohristus and its final aooomplishment 
was scaioely less than that which extended from 
the day when Mr. Longfellow opened Dante to 
i3be end of his life, — for so long did he li^e in 
companionship with the great seer. There is an 
entry in his journal, under date of NoTember 8, 
1841, which indicates how intensely and how oom- 
prehensiTely the conception of Cfhrittus possessed 
him attheoutseL 

This eYemng it has come into my mind to under- 
tike a long and elaborate poem by the holy name of 
Chbist ; the theme of which woold be the Tarioos as- 
pects of Giristendom in the Apostolic, MiiliUi^ and 
Modem Ages. 

And the swete smoke of the odoroos incense wfaych 
came of the wholsome and fervent desjrres of them that 
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had fayth aacended ap before God, out of the aungel's 
hande. — BaIiB, Imagej Part L 

It was not till 1873 that the work as it now 
stands was published ; and during those thirty-two 
years, which represent almost the whole of Mr. 
Longfellow's productive period, the subject of the 
trilogy seems never to have been long absent from 
his mind. The theme in its majesty was a flame by 
night and a pillar of cloud by day, which led his 
mind in all its onward movement, and he esteemed 
the work which he had undertaken as the really 
great work of his life. His religious nature was 
profoundly moved by it, and the degree of doubt 
which attended every step of his progress marked 
the height of the endeavor which he put forth. 

There was nothing violent or eccentric in this 
sudden resolution. The entry in his journal, his 
biographer states, is the only one for that year, but 
his correspondence and the dates of his poems in- 
dicate clearly enough that the course of his mental 
and spiritual life was flowing in a direction which 
made this resolve a most natural and at the same 
time inspiring expression of his personality. He 
had been singing those psalms of life, triumphant, 
sympathetic, aspiring, which showed how strong a 
hold the ethical principle had of him ; he had been 
steeping his soul in Dante ; he had been moved by 
the tender ecclesiasticism of Hie Children of the 
Lord^a Supper^ and in recording a passage in the 
life of Christ had fancied ll^nrn^^^f a monk of the 
Middle Ages ; while the whole tenor of his life and 
thought had shown how strong a personal appre- 
hension he had of the divine in humanity. 
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The Slimmer following this decbion Mr. Long- 
fellow spent at Marienberg on the Rhine, and the 
frequent reminder which he had there of medisB- 
Talism may have helped to formulate his purpose. 
In his note-book he jotted down this outline : — 

Chbibtits, a dramatic poem, in three parts : 
Fart First The Times of Christ (Hope). 
Part Second. The Middle Ages (Faith). 
Part Third. The Present (Charitjr). 

The words in parentheses, his biographer explains, 
are in pencil and were probably added later. 

The first indication of actual work upon the sub- 
ject does not appear until the end of 1849, when he 
seems to have decided to take up first the second 
division. He had dismissed his volume of poems, 
The Seaside and the Fireside, "another stone 
rolled over the hill top I " and proceeded in his 
diary, November 19 : " And now I long to try a 
loftier strain, the sublimer Song whose broken mel- 
odies have for so many years breathed through my 
soul in the better hours of life, and which I trust 
and believe will ere long unite themselves into a 
symphony not all unworthy the sublime theme, 
but furnishing * some equivalent expression for the 
trouble and wrath of life, for its sorrow and its 
mystery.' " On December 10th, he wrote : " A 
bleak and dismal day. Wrote in the morning T%e 
Challenge of Thor as Prologue or Introitiie to the 
second part of C%mtt^s." This he laid aside, 
taking it up again ten years later, when he pro- 
posed to write the Saga of King Olaf. It is 
probable that he had in mind the opposition of 
northern paganism to the Christianity of saoerdo- 
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talism, and the sapremaqy of the latter. But the 
theme of the drama was constantly before him in 
one shape or another. In his diary, under date of 
January 10, 1850, he records: ^^In the evening, 
pondered and meditated upon sundry scenes of 
Christua, In such meditation one tastes the de- 
light of the poetic vision, without the pain of put- 
ting it into words." The scheme of his first ven- 
ture had evidently been more or less determined 
upon, for a few weeks later he notes : ^^ February 
28. And so ends the winter and the vacation. 
Not quite satisfactorily to me. Yet something I 
have done. Some half dozen scenes or more are 
written of I7ie Golden Legend^ which is Part Seo- 
ond of Christus ; and the whole is much clearer 
in my mind as to handling, division, and the form 
and pressure of the several parts." It is to be 
noted that already in 1839 there had crossed his 
mind the notion of writing a drama based upon the 
legend of Der Arme ffeinrichy and that he had 
perceived the value of Elsie. ^^ I have a heroine," 
he says, ^^ as sweet as Imogen, could I but paint 
her so." 

In April he had begun to be thoroughly ab- 
sorbed in his work and sighed over an increase of 
his college duties. ^^ And so ITie Golden Legend 
waits," he regretfully says again when recording a 
day of interruptions. His progress from this time 
till the completion of his work may be gathered in 
a measure from successive entries in his diary. 

August 10, 1850. Wrote a few lines in TAe Odden 
Legend. Something I add nearly every day. Slowly 
it goes on ; eppur si muave ! and that is something for 
this lazy weather. 
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September 8. In the erening, wrote a passage on 
the Yiigin, in Ths CMden Legendj which is nearly 
finished* 

November 16. We did not go to town to-day, but 
enjoyed it at home. I wrote the first part of the last 
scene of Ths Golden Legendy — the Scholastic at the 
gates of the School of Salerno. 

NoTember 27. Worked a little on the Legend, 

November 29. Wrote letters, and a few lines in the 
Legend. I hope to finish it before the year closes, — 
and should certainly do so, but for my lectures. 

December 7. More snow. C. triumphant with his 
sled; and I with mine, namely, my poem, TAe Chiden 
Legmdy which is drawing to a dose. Ah I if I had but 
tune to work on it I 

December 20. Finished the jErp»%u0 of TA« (M(2en 
Legend, Only one intennediate scene and part of an- 
other remain to be done. 

January 16, 1851. Copied some parts of The Odden 
Legend. Oh for a pair of eyes to work with I 

March 6. A soft brown mist fills the air. I have 
a leisure day, and shall give the first hours of it to the 
Monk Felix, which will find a place in 77is Odden Le- 
gend. Hie poem is now fairly finished, and wants only 
a touch here and there. This is Part Second of Chris- 
lue. And the question is, shall it be published now? 

May 8. I have some proof-sheets of The CMden 
Legend from the printers. When athing gets into type» 
one first fairly sees it as it is. 

June 4. Going on slowly with stereotyping The 
CMden Legend, It brings it out clearer to see it in 
print ; the mazes of manuscript are obscure and perplex- 
ing. I still work a good deal upon it 

August 7. The lazy days lag onward. I cannot 
write. Fields comes out to dine. I show him The 
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Crolden Legend^ and tell him to announce it,^ whichhe 
ifl eager to do. For my part I haye lost all enthusiasm 
ahout it. Frohably it will f aiL 

October 8. The Golden Legend creeps slowly through 
the press. There are still a few pages toward the end 
to be retouched, and I am in no mood for it 

November 3. I haye added a new scene to The 
Odden Legend^ — the Prince and Elsie at the Casde. 
Not long ; just a little point of light after so much gloom 
and shadow of death. 

December 31. In poetry this has not been a pro- 
ductive year with me. I have only revised The Odden 
Legend and written one or two scenes in it and one 
or two lyrics. I hope that next year wiU see more ac- 
complished. 

When this last entry was made the book had 
been published and had inunediately met with a 
hearty welcome. The author gave no intimation 
of the relation which the work held to a larger 
plan. He had taken for the core of his poem the 
story of Der Arme Seinrich as told by Hartmann 
von der Aue, a minnesinger of the twelfth century, 
to be found in Mailtfth's Altdeutache Gedichte^ 
published in Stuttgart, in 1809, and it was not till 
after the book was issued that he caught sight of 
Jacobus de Yoragine's Legenda Aurea. His own 
account of his work may be read in brief in a letter 
which he wrote to an English correspondent at this 
time. ^* I am glad to know," he says, ^^ that you find 
something to like in Ths Golden Legefnd. I have 
endeavored to show in it, among other things, that 
through the darkness and corruption of the Middle 
Ages ran a bright, deep stream of Faith, strong 
enough for all the exigencies of life and death. In 
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order to do this, I had to introduce some portion 
of this darkness and corruption as a background. 
I am sure you will be glad to know that the monk's 
sermon is not wholly of my own invention. The 
worst passage in it is from a sermon of Fra Gkbbri- 
ella Barletta, an Italian preacher of the fifteenth 
century. The Miracle Play is founded on the 
Apocryphal Gospels of James and the Infancy of 
Christ. Both this and the sermon show how sa- 
cred themes were handled in 'the days of long 
ago.-; 

It is a strong illustration of the importance 
which Mr. Longfellow attached to The Golden 
Legend as a portion of a larger, more inclusive 
work, that we find him regretting, while his book 
was in full tide of success, that he had not taken 
a theme more fit to his purpose which had been 
chosen by another poet. ''We stayed at home," 
he writes, April 2, 1852, " reading The Saint' a 
TVagedt/j the story of St. Elizabeth of Hungary, 
put into dramatic form with great power. I wish 
I had hit upon this theme for my Golden Legendj 
the medisBval part of my Trilogy. It is nobler 
and more characteristic than my obscure legend. 
Strange, that while I was writing a dramatic poem 
illustrating the Middle Ages, Kingsley should 
have been doing the same, and that we should 
have chosen precisely the same period, about 1230. 
His poem was published first, but I never saw it, 
or a review of it, till two days ago/' Whether 
or not Mr. Longfellow would have wrought at the 
other theme with any more satisfaction to himself, 
I%e Golden Legend has taken its place as a faith- 
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fnl exponent of the phase of Christianity which it 
described. ^^ Longfellow," says a competent au- 
thority,^ ^^ in his Golden Legend has entered more 
closely into the temper of the monk, for good and 
for evil, than ever yet theological writer or histo- 
rian, though they may have given their life's labor 
to the analysis." 

Ckristus was, however, pressing upon the poet's 
mind ; the completion of the second division only 
made him more desirous of fulfilling the noble 
theme. I%e Golden Legend had been published 
a few weeks when he wrote in his diary one Sun- 
day: ^^ December 28, 1861. The weatiier, which 
has been intensely cold, suddenly changes to rain ; 
and avalanches of snow thunder from the college- 
roofs all sermon-time. A grand accompaniment 
to Mr. Ellis, who was preaching about the old 
prophets, — an excellent discourse. Ah me I how 
many things there are to meditate upon in this 
great world I And all this meditation, — of what 
avail is it, if it does not end in some action ? The 
great theme of my poem haunts me ever; but I 
cannot bring it into act." 

It was nearly a score of years before another 
number of the Trilogy was ready, though it is 
probable that Mr. Longfellow was in the neighbor- 
hood of The New England T}ragedies when he was 
diverted for the time by the attractive theme of 
Uie Courtship of MUee Standish. As &r back 
as 1889 he had thought of a drama on Cotton 
Mather. It is curious that he should have men- 
tioned that and a drama on " the old poetic legend 

1 John Ruflkiii : Modem Painters^ toL t. chapter 20. 
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of Der Arme Semrich " in the same sentence as 
possible themes, a couple of years before the con- 
ception of (jhristus came to him. In the spring 
of 1856 he was contemplating a tragedy which 
diouid lake in the Puritans and the Quakers, and 
preparing for it by looking over books on the two , 
sects, ^^ particularly," he says, *^ Besse's Sufferings > 
of ike Quakers^ — a strange record of violent per- \ 
secution for merest trifles." He notes on April 
2d of that year: ^* Wrote a scene in my new 
drama, I%e Old Colony^ just to break ground," 
and a month later: ^^May 1. At home all day 
pondering the New England Tragedy, and writing 
notes and bits of scenes." He was still experi- 
menting on it in July and in November, but then 
he seems to have made a new start and to have 
begun I%e Courtship of Miles Standish as a 
drama, although immediately after an entry indi- 
cating this new start, he writes: ^* December 9. 
Got at the college library Bishop's New England 
Judged^ — a vindication of the Quakers. Not so 
good as Beese. December 10. Went to town. 
For the first time in my life looked in at the I 
library of the N. E. Historical Society; and took ( 
out Norton's Heart of New England Itent^ — { 
a justification of the Puritans against the Qua- 
kers." From these books he jotted down for use 
characteristic phrases. An interesting illustration 
of the manner in which the poet was wont to avail 
himself of the most human means for his purpose 
is in the record of August 17, 1867. '^ Go in the 
morning to hear a Quakeress from England, Pris- 
dlla Green, speak in the church. She spoke with 
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a sweet voice and very dear enunciation; very 
deliberately, and breaking now and then into a 
rhythmic chant, in which the voice seemed float- 
ing up and down on wings. I was much inter- 
ested, and could have listened an hour longer. It 
was a very great pleasure to me to hear such a 
musical voice." 

On the 27th of August, 1857, he had finished 
the first rough draft of Wenlock Chriatison^ and 
later resumed his Ji^ea Standish as an idyL For 
a while this poem excluded the tragedy, but he 
took up the latter when the Oowtship was com- 
pleted and began a revision. On the 17th of 
August, 1858, he notes : ^^ The morning, as usual, 
worm-eaten with the writing of letters. I am now 
going to try a scene in Wemloch Christison. I 
write accordingly scene second of act first. Just 
as I finish the bells ring noon. There is a dis- 
tant booming of cannon. F. comes in and says, 
^ The Queen's message has arrived by the Atlantic 
cable.' " ^' December 13. I have been at work 
on Wenlock Christisofiy moulding and shaping it." 

It was ten years after this that The New JSng- 
land li'agedies emerged from the printing office. 
Ten copies at first were printed to guard against 
accident to the manuscript copy, as flie author was 
about leaving home for a considerable absence in 
Europe. In October of the same year, 1868, the 
book was published simultaneously in Boston and 
London. It would seem as if this whole division 
of the Trilogy caused the poet great doubt, and 
that he held back from publication out of distrust 
of his work. He makes but little reference to it 
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in his diary, recording onoe that he read a portion 
to Mr. Fields, who received it rather coldly. In 
this case more emphatically than in the case of 
T%e Golden Legend^ the relation of the part to 
the whole was uppermost in the poet's mind. It 
may be that he intended at first to wait until he 
eoidd write the first part before publishing the 
third, but finally gave out the modem portion, as 
before, with no intimation of its place in a larger 
plan. But The New England lirctgediea had no 
such intrinsic attractiveness as I7ie Golden Le- 
gendj and in absence of any explanation of the au- 
thor's ulterior design was taken on its own ground 
with comparative indifference. The title of Wen- 
lock ChristUon given to the former of the two 
tragedies was changed, when the book was pub- 
lished, to John EndicoU. Mr. Longfellow's biog- 
rapher states: *^The third part of this Trilogy 
did not altogether satisfy him, and with reason, as 
representing the modem phase of Christianity. 
j?%6 New England Tragedies may not have been 
originally written for this use ; at least it has the 
aspect of an after-thought. And his journal men- 
tions a projected third drama, the scene to be laid 
among the Moravians of Bethlehem, by which he 
hopes to be ' able to harmonize the discord of The 
New England Tragedies^ and thus give a not un- 
fitting close to the work.' This, however, was not 
written." ^ 

However this may be, it is most probable that 
Mr. Longfellow finally regarded the Tragedies 
as satisfying the requirements of the Trilogy, and 

1 Life o/Hemy WatUworth LonsfiJlow, IL 46& 
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was thenceforth impelled by an inoxeased desiie to 
complete his task by the preparation of the first 
and most difficult number. In the latter part of 
1870 he began to make essays in it, and early in 
January, 1871, he writes in his diary : ^^ The sub- 
ject of The Divine liragedy has taken entire pos- 
session of me. All day pondering upon and ar- 
ranging it." On the 8th of January he records 
that during the past week he has written five 
scenes. Further entries, in their chronological 
order, give a glimpse of his progress in the work 
and his attitude toward it. 

January 13, 1871. Wrote Oanudtel the Scrtbej and 
part of the Fareh of Solanum. [After this each day's 
entry records the writing a scene, sometimes two.] 

January 27. Wrote The Three Crosses and The 
Two Mariesy and now The Divine Trctgedy is finished 
in its first shape, and needs only revision and perhaps 
amplification, here and there. 

Febroaiy 8. Began the second Interlude, Luther in 
the Wartburg^ to come after The CMden Legend* 

February 9. Bead in Lulhei^s Life by Michelet, and 
his Table Talk. Translated Einfeste Burg. 

February 12. Began St. John to senre as prologue 
to the third part of Christus. 

February 13. Wrote At Bethany for The Dvoine 
Tragedy ; a very short scene, but it would be no better 
for being longer. 

September 25. Begin the printing of the Tragedy. 

October 29. Read over proofs of the Interludes and 
Finales, and am doubtful and perplexed. 

November 16. All the last week perplexed and busy 
with final correction of the Tragedy. Two editions of 
the Tragedy will be published at the same time. I 
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never had so many doubts and hesitations about any 
book as about this. 

December 12. The Divine Tragedy is published to- 
day. 

The Divine Tragedy was published thus at the 
diose of 1871, and in the autumn of 1872 Christue 
appeared as a complete work. It is an interesting 
illustration of the place which the work held in 
his mind that he should now incorporate in it the 
poem of Blind Bartimeue^ which, when he wrote, 
he was disposed to refer in imagination to a monk 
of the middle ages. The design of the poet now 
stood revealed, and it is worth while to note the 
effect upon another poet who was peculiarly sus- 
ceptible, through his own studies and modes of 
tiiought, of appreciating a purpose then long sus- 
tained and brought to an artistic completeness. 
Bayard Taylor was made aware of the plan of 
Christus when I%e Divine H'ogedy was pub- 
lished, and, with Mr. Longfellow's consent, printed 
in 2%e New York Tribune an interesting con- 
spectus of the whole work, supplying the connect- 
ing links by means of the interludes and finale 
sent him in advance by the author. Mr. Taylor 
took a very strong interest in the matter, for he 
had an ardent desire for the supremacy of poetry. 
^ Since Milton's Paradise Regained^^^ he wrote 
to Mr. Whitelaw Beid, ^' and Klopstock's Messiah 
the theme has not been handled by any competent 
poet ; so Longfellow's work is both a daring ven- 
ture and (probably) a success all the higher for 
the failure of others." 

The first edition of 2%e Golden Legend was 
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without notes. Afterward, upon oceaaioii of an 
Engliflh illustrated edition, Mr. Longfellow was 
urged to provide notes, and in his diary, under date 
of September 18, 1868, he refers to a oonversation 
with Charles Sumner. '' We talked about notes to 
I%e Golden Legend. Eveiy work of art should 
explain itsell All pre&uses, and the like, are liko 
labels ooming out of the mouths of people in pio- 
tnres. Suoh is my view of the matter." Never^ 
theless, he yielded, and prepared notes which sub- 
sequently appeared in Amerioan editions and are 
given at the end of this volume, but he provided 
none for the other dramas of the Trilogy, and they 
are indeed soaroely necessary, thou^ The Aew 
England Tragediee pennit illustration of this 
character. 
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iNTBorrcSw 



Wht dost dioa fawr me aloft, 

O Angel of God, on ti^ pinioiis 

O'er ralms and dnmiwinns? 

Softtf I float as a doad 

In air, for thy liglit hand wphnMs me, 

Tkj gannent enfolds me ! 



Lo ! as I pawned on my way 
In the hanrest-field I beheld iiieei 
When no man oompeDed tliee. 
Bearing with thine own hands 
Hus food to the famishing leapeiB, 
A flodL without keepers ! 

The fragrant sheaves of the lAeat 

Made the air above them sweet ; 

Sweeter and more divine 

Was the soent of the scattered grain. 

That the reaper's hand let fidl 

To be gathered again 

By the hand of the gleaner I 

Sweetest, divinest of aD, 

Was the humble deed of thine, 

And the tn#iAntt^B y of thy demeanor I 
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FBOFHBT. 

Angel of Light, 

I cannot gamsay thee, 

I can but obey thee I 

Beautiful was it in the Lord's sight, 

To behold his Prophet 

Feeding those that toil. 

The tillers of the soiL 

But why should the reapers eat of it 

And not the Prophet of Zion 

In. the den of the lion? 

The Prophet should feed the Prophet I 

Therefore I thee haye uplifted. 

And bear thee aloft by the hair 

Of thy head, like a doud that is drifted 

Through the vast unknown of the air I 

Five days hatii the Prophet been lying 

In. Babylon, in the den 

Of the lions, death-defying. 

Defying hunger and thirst ; 

But the worst 

Is the mockery of men ! 

Alas ! how full of fear 

Is the fate of Prophet and Seer I 

Forevermore, f orevermore, 

It shaU be as it hath been heretofore ; 

The age in which they live 

Will not forgive 

The splendor of the everlasting light, 

That makes their foreheads bright, 

Nor the sublime 

Fore-running of their time I 
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PBOFHBT. 

OH tell me, for ihou knowest, 
Wherefore and by what grace. 
Have I, who am least and lowest, 
Been chosen to this place. 
To this exalted part ? 

ANOEL. 

Because thoa art 

The Straggler ; and from thy youth 

Thy humble and patient life 

Haih been a strife 

And battle for the Truth ; 

Nor hast thou paused nor halted. 

Nor ever in thy pride 

Turned from the poor aside, 

But with deed and word and pen 

Hast served thy fellow-men ; 

Therefore art tiiou exalted I 

FBOFHXT. 

By thine arrow's light 

liiou goest onward through the night, 

And by the dear 

Sheen of thy glittering spear I 

When will our journey end ? 

ANOKL. 

Lo, it is ended I 

Yon silver gleam 

Is the Euphrates' stream. 

Let us descend 

Into the city splendid. 

Into the City of Gold I 

PROPHET. 

Behold 1 

As if tiie stars had fallen from tibeir places 
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Into the finnament below, 

The streets, the gardens, and the vacant spaoea 

With light are all aglow ; 

And hark I 

Ab we draw near, 

What sound is it I hear 

Ascending through the dark ? 

AHOSL. 

The tomultaons noise of the nations, 
Their rejoicings and lamentations, 
The pleadings of their prayer, 
The groans of their despair. 
The cry of their imprecations. 
Their wrath, their love, their hate I 

PBOPHXT. 

Sorely the world doth wait 
The coming of its Redeemer I 

AHOKL. 

Awake from thy sleep, O dreamer t 
The hoar is near, though late ; 
Awake I write the vision sublime, 
The vision, that is for a time, 
Tliongh it tarry, wait ; it is nig^ ; 
In the end it will speak and not lie» 



PART ONE 

THE DIVINE TRAGEDY 

THE FIRST PASSOYER. 



VOX CLAMAKTIB. 
JOHK THB BAPTIBT. 

BefektI repent! repent! 

For the kingdom of God is at hand. 

And all the land 

Full of the knowledge of the Lord shall be 

As the waters coyer the sea. 

And encirde the continent ! 

Bepent ! repent I repent ! 

For lo, the hoar appointed. 

The honr so long foretold 

By the Prophets of dd. 

Of the coming of the Anointed, 

The Messiah, the Paradete, 

The Desire of the Nations, is ni^ I 

He shall not strive nor ciy. 

Nor his yoice be heard in the street ; 

Nor the braised reed shall He break. 

Nor qnench the smoking flax ; 

And many of them that sleep 

In the dost of earth shall awake. 
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On that great and terrible day, 
And the wicked shall wail and weep, 
And be blown like a smoke away, 
And be melted away like wax. 
Bepent I repent I repent I 

O Priest, and Pharisee, 
Who hath warned you to flee 
From the wrath that is to be ? 
From the coming anguish and ire ? 
The axe is laid at the root 
Of the trees, and every tree 
That bringeth not forth good fmit 
Is hewn do?m and cast into the fire I 

Ye Scribes, why come ye hither? 

In the honr that is uncertain, 

In the day of anguish and trouble, 

He that stretcheth the heavens as a curtain 

And spreadeth them out as a tent, 

Shall blow upon yon, and ye shall wither, 

And the whirlwind shall ti^ you away as stubble I 

Bepent I repent I repent ! 

FBOEST. 

Who art thou, O man of prayerl 
In raiment of camel's hair. 
Begirt with leathern thong. 
That here in the wilderness. 
With a cry as of one in distress, 
Preachest unto this throng ? 
Art thou the Christ ? 

JOHH* 

Priest of Jerusalem, 

In meekness and humbleness. 
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I deny not, I confess 
I am not the C^hrist I 



What shall we say unto them 
That sent ns here ? Bereal 
Thy name, and nang^ conoeal I 
Art thoa Elias ? 



JOHK. 

No I 



Art thou that Prophet, then. 
Of lamentation and woe. 
Who, as a symbol and sign 
Of impending wrath divine 
Upon unbelieving men. 
Shattered the vessel of day 
In the Valley of Shm^iter ? 

JOHN. 

I am not he thon namest I 



Nay. 



Who art thon, and what is the wotd 
That here thon prodaimest? 

JOHN. 

I am the voice of one 

Crying in the wilderness alone : 

Prepare ye the way of the Lord ; 

Make his paths straight 

In the land that is desolate I 



If thon be not the Christ, 
Nor yet Elias, nor he 
That, in sign of the things 
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Shattered the vessel of clay 
In the Valley of Slaughter, 
Then declare onto us, and say 
By what authority now 
Baptizest thou ? 

JOHN. 

I indeed baptize you with water 
Unto repentance ; but He, 
That Cometh after me. 
Is mightier than I and higher ; 
The latchet of whose shoes 
I am not worthy to unloose ; 
He shall baptize you with fire. 
And with the Holy Ghost I 
Whose &n is in his hand ; 
He will purge to the uttermost 
His floor, and gamer his wheat, 
But will bum the chaiS in the brand 
And fire of unquenchable heat I 
Bepent I repent I repent I 

n. 

MOX719T QUABAin^ANIA. 



LUGDTBB. 

Not in the lightning's flash, nor in the thunder, 
Not in the tempest, nor the cloudy storm, 

Will I array my form ; 
But part invisible these boughs asunder. 
And move and murmur, as flie wind upheaves 

And whispers in the leaves. 
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Not as a terror and a desolation. 

Not in my natural Bhape, inspiriBg £e« 

And dread, will I appear ; 
But in soft tones of sweetness and persuasion, 
A sound as of the fall of mountain streams, 

Or voices heard in dreams. 

He sitteih there in silence, worn and wasted 
With famine, and uplifts his hollow eyes 

To the unpitying skies ; 
For forty days and nights he hath not tasted 
Of food or drink, his parted lips are pale. 

Surely his strength must fail. 

Wherefore dost thou in penitential fasting 
Waste and consume the beauty of thy youth ? 

Ah, if thou be in truth 
The Son of the Unnamed, the Everlasting, 
Command these stones beneath thy feet to be 

Changed into bread for thee I 

CHRISTUS. 

'TIS written : Man shall not live by bread alone. 
Bat by each word that from Grod's mouth prooeed- 
ethl 

n. 

Too weak, alas I too weak is the temptation 
For one whose soul to nobler things aspires 

Than sensual desires I 
Ah, could I, by some sudden aberration, 
Liead and delude to suicidal death 

This Christ of Nazareth! 
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Unto the holy Temple on Moriah, 

With its resplendent domes, and manifold 

Bright pinnacles of gold, 
Where they await thy coming, O Messiah I 
Lo, I have brought thee I Let thy glory here 

Be manifest and dear. 

Beveal thyself by royal act and gesture 
Descending with the bright triumphant host 

Of all the highermost 
Archangels, and about thee as a vesture 
The shining clouds, and all thy splendors show 

Unto the world below I 

Cast thyself down, it is the hour appointed ; 
And Grod hath given his angels charge and care 

To keep thee and upbear 
Upon their hands his only Son, the Anointed, 
Lest he should dash his foot against a stone 

And die, and be unknown. 

CHRISTUS. 

'Tis written : Thou shalt not tempt the Lord thy 
GodI 

in. 

LUCIFER. 

I cannot thus delude him to perdition I 
But one temptation still remains untried, 

The trial of his pride, 
The thirst of power, the fever of ambition I 
Surely by these a humble peasant's son 

At last may be undone I 
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Above the yawning chasms and deep abysses, 
Across the headlong torrents, I have brought 

Thy footsteps, swift as thought ; 
And from the highest of these precipices, 
The Kingdoms of the world thine eyes behold. 

Like a great map unrolled. 

From far-off Lebanon, with cedars crested, 
To where the waters of the Asphalt Lake 

On its white pebbles break. 
And the vast desert, silent, sand-invested. 
These kingdoms all are mine, and thine shall be, 

If thou wilt worship me I 

OHBISTUS. 

Gret thee behind me, Satan I thou shalt worship 
The Lord thy God ; Him only shalt thou serve I 

AKOELS MINISTRAirr. 

The sun goes down ; the evening shadows lengthen. 
The fever and the struggle of the day 

Abate and pass away ; 
Thine Angels Ministrant, we come to strengthen 
And comfort thee, and crown thee with the palm. 

The silence and the calm* 



THE HABBIAOE IN CANA. 
THE MUSICIAKS. 

Bise up, my love, my fair one, 
Sise up, and come away. 
For lo I the winter is past, 
The rain is over and gone. 
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The flowera appear on the earthy 

The time of the singing of birds is ooaie» 

And the voice of the turtle is heard in our bad. 

THK BBIDaOBOOIC 

Sweetly the minstrels sing the Song of Songs t 

My heart nms forward with it, and I say : 

Oh set me as a seal npon thine heart, 

And set me as a seal npon thine arm ; 

For love is strong as life, and strong as death, 

And omel as the grave is jealousy I 

TBS MUUCIAlfS. 

I sleep, but my heart awaketh ; 

T is the voice of my beloved 

Who knooketh, saying : Open to ma, 

My sister, my love, my dove. 

For my head is filled with dew. 

My locks with the drops of the ni^t 



Ah yes, I sleep, and yet my heart awaketh. 
It is the voice of my beloved who knocks. 



O beantifol as Rebecca at the fountain, 

O beantiful as Ruth among the sheaves t 

O fairest among women I O undefiled I 

Thou art all fair, my love, there *s no spot in tfiea t 

THE MUUCIAKS. 

My beloved is white and ruddy. 
The chief est among ten thousand ; 
His locks are black as a raven. 
His eyes are the eyes of doves, 
Of doves by the rivers of water. 
His lips are like unto lilies. 
Dropping sweet-smelling myrrii. 
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Who is that youth with the dazk aKore eyes, 
And hair, in color like onto the wine. 
Parted upon his forehead, and bdiind 
Falling in flowing locks I 



TheNasuvne 
Who preacheth to the poor in field and tillage 
The coming of Grod's Eongdonu 



How serene 
His aspect is I manly yet wnnanly. 



Most beaotifol among the sons of men ! 

Oft known to weep, hot never known to laugh* 



And tell me, she with eyes of ofive tint, 

And skin as fair as wheat, and pale brown hair. 

The woman at his side ? 



His mother, Mary. 



And the tall figure standing dose behind them. 
Clad all in white, with &oe and beard like ashes, 
As if he were Elias, the White Witness, 
Come from his cave on Carmel to foretell 
The end of all tbinss ? 



That is Manahem 
The Essenian, he who dwells among the palms 
Near the Dead Sea. 



He who foretold to Herod 
He should one day be King ? 
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The 



ThflBwkj 
Doth he come here to sadden with his presenoe 
Our marriage feast, belonging to a sect 
Haters of women, and that taste not wine ? 

THS mmciAiis. 

My nndefiled is but one. 

The only one of her mother, 

The ohoioe of her that bare her ; 

The daoghters saw her and blessed her ; 

The queens and the concubines praised her; 

Saying, Lo! who is this 

That looketh forth as the morning ? 

The Ruler of the Feast is gaiing at me, 
Aa if he asked, why is that old man here 
Among the rerellers ? And thou, the Anointed I 
Why art thou here ? I see as in a raion 
A figure dothed in purple, crowned witli thorns ; 
I see a cross uplifted in the darimess. 
And hear a cry of agony, that shall echo 
Forever and forever through the world I 

ABCHrnucuiftra. 
Give us more wine. These goblets are all enqpiy. 

They have no wine I 



O woman, what have I 
To do with thee ? Mine hour is not yet 

MAET to lAtf Mrvonli. 

Whatever he shall say to you, that do. 
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fill up these pote witli water. 



Come, mybeloTecl, 
Let 118 go frarth into the field. 
Let US lodge in Uie YiDageB; 
Letns get np eaify to the Tineyardsy 
Let OS see if the vine flourish. 
Whether the tender gmpe iqipear. 
And the pomegranates bad fortib. 



Drsir out noir 
And bear nnto the Bnler of the Feast 



O thou, brong^ op among the Essenians, 
Nrntored in abstinence, taste not the wine I 
It 18 the poison of dzagooB from the Tineyaids 
Of Sodom, and the taste of deadi is in it I 
ABCHiTSiCLiinm to ike BsmaasooM. 
An men set forth good wine at Uie beginning ; 
And when men have well drank, that whioli 

worse, 
Bat thoa hast kept the good wine nntfl now. 



The things that have been and shall be no more, 
The things that are, and that hereafter shall be. 
The things that na^A have been, and yet were not. 
The fading twilight of great joys departed. 
The daybreak of great troths as yet onrisen, 
The intuition and the expectation 
Of something, which, when oome, is not the same, 
Bot only like its forecast in men^s dreams, 
The longing, the delay, and the delight^ 
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Sweeter for the delay ; youth, hope, lore, ikath. 
And disappointment wUch is also death. 
All these make op the sum of human life ; 
A dream within a dream, a wind at night 
Howling across the desert in despair. 
Seeking for something lost* it cannot find* 
Fate or foreseeing, or whatever name 
Men call it| matters not ; what is to be 
Hath been fore-written in the thought divine 
From the beginning. None can hide from it, 
But it will find him out ; nor run from it, 
But It o'ertaketh him I The Lord hath said it. 

THB BBimoaooii to the bbxdk, on tkt baleomg. 
When Abraham went with Sarah into Egypt, 
The land was all illumined with her beauty ; 
But thou dost make the very night itself 
Brighter than day I Behold, in glad processkn. 
Crowding the threshold of the sky above us. 
The stars come forth to meet thee with their lamps ; 
And the soft winds, the ambassadors of flowers. 
From neighboring gardens and from fields 
Come laden with odors unto thee, my Queen ! 

TBS MUSBCLUCS. 

Awake, O north-wind. 

And come, thou wind of the South* 

Blow, blow upon my garden. 

That the spices thereof may flow out 

IV. 

m THX OOBimSLDS. 



Onward through leagues of sun-illumined com, 
As if throu^ parted seas, the pathway runs. 
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And downed widi smiahine as the Prinoe of Peace 

"Walks the beloved Master, leading ns, 

As Moses led onr fathers in old times 

Oat of the land of bondage I We have found 

Him of whom Moses and the Prophets wrote, 

Jesus of Nazazedi, the Son of Joseph. 



Can any good come oat of Nasaieth ? 
Can this be the Messiah? 



Come and see. 



The sommer son grows hot; I am anirangered. 
How cheerily the Sabbatb-breaking qoail 
Pipes in die com, and bids as to his Feast 
Of Wheat Sheaves I How the bearded, ripening 



Toss in the roofless temple of the air ; 
As if the anseen hand of some High-Priest 
Waved them before Mount Tabor as an altar I 
It were no harm, if we should pluck and eat. 

FHnJF. 

How wonderfol it is to walk abroad 
With the €h>od Masterl Since the miracle 
He wrought at Cana, at the marriage feast, 
His &me hath gone abroad tiirough all the land, 
And when we come to Nazareth, llioa shalt see 
How his own people will receive their Prophet, 
And hail him as Messiah ! See, he turns 
And looks at thee. 

CHSIBTITS. 

Behold an Israelite 
In whom there is no guile. 
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NATHAXAEL. 

Whence knowest thou me ? 

0HBISTU8. 

Before that Philip called thee, when thou wast 
Under the fig-tree, I beheld thee. 

NATHAKASL. 

Babbil 
Thoa arfc the Son of God, thou art the King 
Of Israeli 

CHBISTUB. 

Because I said I saw thee 
Under the fig-tree, before Philip called thee, 
Believest thou ? Thou shalt see greater things. 
Hereafter thou shalt see the heavens unclosed. 
The angelB of God ascending and descending 
Upon the Son of Man I 

FHABIBEB89 passing. 

Hail, Babbil 

CHBISTUB. 

Haill 

FHARIBEBS. 

Behold how thy disciples do a thing 
Which is not lawful on the Sabbath-day, 
And thou f orbiddest them not ! 

CHBIBTUS. 

Have ye not read 
What David did when he anhungered was, 
And all they that were with him? How he en- 
tered 
Into the house of God, and ate the shewbread. 
Which was not lawful saving for the priests ? 
Have ye not read, how on the Sabbath-days 
The priests profane the Sabbath in the Temple, 
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And yet are blameless ? Bat I say to you, 
One in ibis place is greater than the Temple I 
And had ye known ilie meaning of the words, 
I win have mercy and not sacrifice. 
The guiltless ye wonld not condemn. The Salv 

bath 
Was made for man, and not man for the Sabbath. 

Panel on wUk the dite^pla. 



This is, alas I some poor demoniac 

Wandering about the fields, and ottering 

His nnintdligiUe blasphemies 

Among the oonmion people, who reeeiTB 

As prophecies the words they comprehend noti 

Deluded folk! The incomprehensible 

Alone excites their wonder. There is none 

So visionary, or so void of sense. 

But he will find a crowd to follow him I 



V. 

NAZAHETH. 

CUKISTUS, readmg m ike Sffna^ogme* 
The Spirit of the Lord Ood is upon me. 



He hath ancnnted me to preach good 
Unto the poor ; to heal llie broken-hearted ; 
To comfort those that mourn, and to throw open 
The prison doors of captives, and proclaim 
The Year Acceptable ci the Lord, our Grod I 

He doeet the book and $Us down, 

A fHABIBBB. 

Who is this youth? He haUi taken the Teach- 
er's seat I 
Win he mstmct the Elders? 
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A PRIEST. 

Fifty years 
Have I been Priest here in the Synagogue, 
And never have I seen so young a man 
Sit in the Teacher's seat I 

CHBISTUS. 

Behold, to-day 
This scripture is fulfilled. One is appointed 
And hath been sent to them that mourn in Zion, 
To give them beauty for ashes, and the oil 
Of joy for mourning ! They shall build again 
The old waste-places ; and again rtdse up 
The former desolations, and repair 
The cities that are wasted I As a bridegroom 
Decketh himself with ornaments; as a bride 
Adometh herself with jewels, so the Lord 
Hath clothed me with the robe of righteousness I 

A PRIEST. 

He speaks the Prophet's words ; but with an air 
As if himself had been foreshadowed in them I 

CHRISTI7S. 

For Zion's sake I will not hold my peace, 
And for Jerusalem's sake I will not rest 
Until its righteousness be as a brightness. 
And its salvation as a lamp that bumeth ! 
Thou shalt be called no longer the Forsaken, 
Nor any more thy land, the Desolate. 
The Lord hath sworn, by his right hand hath sworn. 
And by his arm of strength : I will no more 
Give to thine enemies thy com as meat ; 
The sons of strangers shall not drink thy wine. 
Go through, go through the gates! Prepare a 
way 



•mm' 
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Unto the people I Gather out the stones I 
Loft op a standard for the people I 

A FBDCST. 

All! 
These are seditions words ! 

CHSIBTUB. 

And they shall call them 
The holy people ; the redeemed of God I 
And thou, Jerusalem, shalt be called Sought out, 
A dty not forsaken I 

A FHARIBEB. 

Is not this 
The carpenter Joseph's son ? Is not his mother 
Called Mary? and his brethren and his sisters 
Are they not with us? Doth he make him« 

self 
To be a Prophet ? 

OHBIBTUS. 

No man is a Prophet 
In his own country, and among his kin. 
In his own house no Prophet is accepted. 
I say to you, in the land of Israel 
Were many widows in Elijah's day. 
When for three years and more ^e heavens were 

shut, 
And a great famine was throughout the land ; 
But unto no one was Elijah sent 
Save to Sarepta, to a city of Sidon, 
And to a woman there that was a widow. 
And many lepers were there in the land 
Of Israel, in the time of Eliseus 
The Prophet, and yet none of them was cleansed, 
Save Naaman the Syrian I 
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Say no mon I 
Thou oomert here into our Synagogue 
And speakest to the Elden and the Prieeti, 
Am if the yezy mantle of Elijah 
Had fallen iq>on thee I Art thoa not athamed? 

A FHASmKB. 

We want no ProphetB here I Let him be driren 
From Synagogue and eitf I Let him go 
And prophesy to the Samaritans I 



The world is changed. We Eldersare asnodiingi 
We are but yesterdays, that ha^e no part 
Or portion in Uhdaj I Dry leaires that mstle. 
That make a litde sound, and then are dnsti 

A rHABIBEE. 

A carpenter's apprentice 1 a mechanic, 
Whom we haye seen at woi^ here in the town 
Day after day ; a stripling without learning. 
Shall he pretend to unfold the Word of Ood 
To men grown old in study of the Law? 

Cbustts 10 cAtmk out 



VI. 

THE SEA OF OALIUCB. 
Pfem and Ajtmocw wmtdrng tkmr 



Nerer was such a manreUous draught of fishes 
Heard of in Galilee I The market^ilaoes 
Both of Bethsaida and Capernaum 
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AreMLidihBml Yet we laid toiled jJl n^ 
And taken noduBgy irim Uie Hiflter 8Md : 
TiaHTiirh oat into die deep, and east yoor nets ; 
Aiwl Awiig tldfl, ve ffanght unrli imltitQdeB 
Our nets like ^idflBS* wcha were s napped a iwmd€r» 
And with the dnnq;Iit we fiOad two diqiB 80 fan 
That tkey began to sink. Then I kndt down 
Amawdj and aaid: O Loid, d^ait from me, 
I am a sinfol man. And he made answer : 
Simon, fear not ; hen e efarth tfaonshaltcatdli 
What was the meanii^ of those woids? 



Iknownot. 
Bat here is Fliilipi, eome from Naaareth. 
He hath been with the Master. TeU ns, Philip, 
What tidings dost thoa bring? 



Most wonderful 1 
As we drew near to Nain, oot of the gate 
Upon a bier was earned the dead body 
Of a yoong man, his mother's only son. 
And she a widow, who with lamentation 
Bewailed her loss, and the much people with her ; 
And when the Master saw her he was filled 
TViih pity ; and he said to her : Weep not I 
And came and tooched the bier, and they that 

bare it 
Stood still ; and then he said : Yoong man, arise I 
And he that had been dead sat op, and soon 
B^;an to speak ; and he delivered him 
Unto his mother. And there came a fear 
On all the people, and they glorified 
The Lord, and said, rejoicing : A great Prophet 
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Is risen op among ns I and the Lord 
Hath visited his people I 



A great Prophet ? 
Ay, greater than a Prophet : greater even 
Than John the Baptist I 



Yet the N 
Bejeoted him. 



The Nanrenes are dogs I 
As natural brate beasts, they growl at things 
They do not understand ; and they shall perish. 
Utterly perish in their own ootmption. 
The Naarenes are dogs 1 



They drave him f ordi 
Ont of their Synagogue, out of their oitf , 
And would hare cast him down a preeipioe, 
But, passing through the midst of them, he 

ished 
Out of their hands. 



WeUs are they without 
Clouds carried with a tempest, unto whom 
The mist of darkness is reserved forever ! 



Behold he cometlu There is one man with him 

I am aw^atfti^ to see I 



What man is that ? 



Judas Iscariot ; he that oometh last, 

with a leathern apron. No one knoweth 
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His history ; but the minor of him is 
He had an nnelean spirit in his youth. 
It hath not left him yet. 

Comemitome» 
All ye that labor and are hea^ laden. 
And I will giye yon rest 1 Come onto me, 
And take my yoke npon yon and leant of me, 
for I am meek, and I am lowly in heart, 
And ye shall all find rest unto your aonls I 



Oh, there is something in that voioe that i 
The innermost recesses of my spirit I 
I feel that it might say mito the blind : 
Beceive yonr sight 1 and straig^itway thi 

see I 
I feel that it might say nnto the dead. 
Arise I and they wonld hear it and obey I 
Behold he beckons to us ! 

CHBUTUB, to rSTEB and ANDBEW. 

Follow me I 



Master, I will leave all and f oUow thee. 

vn. 

TEm DEMONIAC OF GADASA« 
A OADARERB. 

He hath escaped, hath plucked his chains asun- 
der, 

And broken his fetters ; always night and day 
Is in the mountains here, and in the tombs. 
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Ciying aloud, and catting himself with Btones, 
Exceeding fierce, so that no man can tame himi 
THE DEMOKiAC,^tmi dbooe^ umeen, 

O Aflohmedai I O Asohmedai, have pity I 

AGADABKNE. 

Listen I It is his voicel Gk> warn the people 
Jnst landing £rom the lake I 

THE DEMONIAC. 

O Asdhmedail 
Thou angel of the bottomless pit, have pily I 
It was enough to hurl King Solomon, 
On whom be peace I two hundred leagues away 
Into the country, and to make him scullion 
In the kitchen of the King of Maschkemen I 
Why dost thou hurl me here among these rodks, 
And cut me with these stones ? 

AOABABEEE. 

He raves and mutters 
He knows not what. 

THE DEMOSZAO, appearing Jtom a toalb among the rodb. 

The wild cock Tamegal 
Singeth to me, and bids me to the banquet, 
Where all the Jews shall come; for they have 

slain 
Behemoth the great oz, who daily cropped 
A thousand hills for food, and at a draught 
Drank up the river Jordan, and have slain 
The huge Leviathan, and stretched his skin 
Upon the high walls of Jerusalem, 
And made them shine from one end of the world 
Unto the other ; and the fowl Barjuchne, 
Whose outspread wings eclipse the sun, and make 
Midnight at noon o*er all the continents I 
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And we ahall drink the wine of Paiadiae 
From Adam's cellara. 

AOAnABBHX. 

O tfaoa nndean spirit I 
THE BBMOKXAC, hitrUng down a ttane. 
This is the wondeifol Barjnchne's egg. 
That fell out of her neet, and broke to pieces 
And swept away three handled cedar-trees, 
And thieesoore viUages I — Babbi Eliezer, 
How thou didst sin there in that seaport town 
When thou hadst carried safe thy chest of sQyer 
Over the seven rivers for her sake I 
I too have sinned beyond the reach of pardon. 
Ye hills and mountains, pray for merc^ on me I 
Ye stars and phinets, pray for merc^ on me I 
Ye son and moon, oh pray for mercy on me I 

Chrdtus and to ditc^^Ui pan. 

AOADABBHX. 

There is a man here of Decapolis, 
Who hath an nndean spirit; so that none 
Can pass this way. He lives among the tombs 
Up there upon the difEs, and hurls down stones 
On those who pass beneath. 

CHSIBTDB. 

Come out of him. 
Thou andean spirit I 

THB DKMOHIAC. 

What have I to do 
With thee, thou Son of God ? Do not torment as. 

CHBIBTUS. 

What is thy name ? 

nKMOHIAC. 

Legion ; for we are many. 
Cain, the first marderer ; and the King Bdshazzar, 
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And Evil Merodach of Babylon, 
And Admatha, the death-doud, prince of Penda ; 
And Aflchniedai, the angel of the pit, 
And many other devils. We are Legion. 
Send us not forth beyond Decapolis ; 
Command us not to go into the deep I 
There is a herd of swine here in the pastures, 
Let us go into them. 

CHKI8TUB. 

Come out of him, 
Thou unclean spirit I 

A GADARENE. 

See, how stupefied. 
How motionless he stands I He cries no more ; 
He seems bewildered and in silence stares 
As one who, walking in his sleep, awakes 
And knows not where he is, and looks about him. 
And at his nakedness, and is ashamed. 

THE DEMONIAC. 

Why am I here alone among the tombs ? 
What have they done to me, that I am naked? 
Ah, woe is me I 

CHBISTUS. 

Go home unto thy friends 
And tell them how great things the Lord hath 

done 
For thee, and how He had compassion on thee I 

A SWINEHERD, Tuimmg. 

The herds I the herds I O most unlucky day! 
They were all feeding quiet in the sun. 
When suddenly they started, and grew savage 
As the wild boars of Tabor, and together 
Bushed down a precipice into the seal 
They are all drowned I 
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Thus rigliteoiiBly are pnniflhed 
The apostate Jews, that eat the flesh of swine, 
And broth of such abominable things I 

OBKgTH OF OADAKA. 

We sacrifke a sow nnto Demeter 

At the b^inning of harvest, and another 

To Dionysos at the yintage-time. 

Therefore we prize onr herds of swine, and oonnt 

them 
Not as nndean, bat as things consecrate 
To the immortal gods. O great yn^pm^^^ 
Depart oat of oar coasts ; let as alone. 
We are afraid of thee. 



Let as depart; 
For they that sanctify and parify 
Themsdves in gardens, eating flesh of swine, 
And the abomination, and the moose, 
Shan be consnmed together, saith the LordI 



vnL 

TAUTHA CUMI. 

JAIRU8 at the feei of chsibtus. 

Master I I entreat thee I I implore thee I 
My daughter Ueth at the point of death ; 

1 pray thee come and lay thy hands npon her. 
And she shall live I 

CHBISTUB* 

Who was it toached my garments? 
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BDCON FBTSB. 

Thou seest the multitude that throng and press 

thee, 
And sayest thoa: Who touched me? 'Twas not L 

CHBIBTUB. 

Some one hath touched my garments ; I perceive 
That virtue is gone out of me. 

▲ WOMAK. 

O Master! 
Forgive me ! For I said within myself, 
If I so much as touch his garment's hem, 
I shall be whole. 

CHBIBTUB. 

Be of good comfort, daughter I 
Thy faith hath made thee whole. Depart in peace. 

▲ MsssxNOBB Jrarn the houte. 

Why troublest thou the Master? Hearest thou 

not 
The flute-players, and the voices of the women 
Singing their lamentation ? She is dead I 

THE MINBTBBLS AND MOURNEBS. 

We have girded ourselves with sackcloth I 
We have covered our heads with ashes t 
For our young men die, and our maidens 
Swoon in the streets of the city ; 
And into their mother's bosom 
They pour out their souls like water ! 

ORBiSTUBy going in. 

GKve place. Why make ye this ado, and weep ? 
She is not dead, but sleepeth. 

THE MOTHER, Jtom wUkin. 

Cruel Death t 
To take away from me this tender blossom I 
To take away my dove, my lamb, my darling I 
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IBS MUin'MUil AHB MOUKHKBS. 

He haih led me and brouglit into Jairkiifiiw, 
Lake the dead of old in dark places I 
He bath bent bis bow, and badi set me 
Apart as a mark for bis anow ! 
He baib oorered bimself witb a doud. 
That oor prayer sboidd not pass tbioog^ 
bimi 



He stands beside ber bed! He takes berhaMl! 
Listen, be speaks to ber I 



Maiden, 



See, she obeys bis Toiee I Shestifsl Skefifw! 
Her motber boUs ber folded in ber annsl 
O miracle of miracles ! Omandl 



THE TOWKE OF IfAfflOAKA, 



ffOmp anJonl fiw, nnsatisfied, foiJoiiD, 

I sit bere in dds lon^ tower, and look 

Upon the bOce below me, and tibe bilk 

That swoon witb beat, and see as 

AH my past fife nmoll itsdf before me. 

The princes and the mctdun ti eome to 

Merchants of Tyre and Winces of 

And pass, and disappear, and wse mo 

Bot leare behind their metdbandise and jewck, 

Their perfmnes, and their gold, and Aeir 
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I loathe them, and the very memory of them 

Is unto me, as thought of food to one 

Cloyed with the luscious figs of Dalmanutha ! 

What if hereafter, in the long hereafter 

Of endless joy or pain, or joy in pain. 

It were my punishment to be with them 

Grown hideous and decrepit in their sins, 

And hear them say: Thou that hast brought us 

here. 
Be unto us as thou hast been of old I 

I look upon this raiment that I wear. 
These silks, and these embroideries, and they seem 
Only as cerements wrapped about my limbs I 
I look upon these rings thick set widi pearls. 
And emerald and amethyst and jasper. 
And they are btuning coals upon my flesh ! 
This serpent on my wrist becomes idive I 
Away, thou viper t and away, ye garlands. 
Whose odors bring the swift remembrance back 
Of the unhallowed revels in these chambers I 
But yesterday, — and yet it seems to me 
Something remote, like a pathetic song 
Sung long ago by minstrels in the street, — 
But yesterday, as from this tower I gazed, 
Over the olive and the walnut trees 
Upon the lake and the white ships, and wondered 
Whither and whence they steered, and who was in 

them, 
A fisher's boat drew near the landing-place 
Under the oleanders, and the people 
Came up from it, and passed beneath the tower, 
Close under me. In front of them, as leader, 
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Walked one of royal aspect, clothed in white, 

Wlio lifted up his eyes, and looked at me, 

And all at once the air seemed filled and living 

With a mysterious power, that streamed from him, 

And overflowed me with an atmosphere 

Of light and love. As one entranced I stood. 

And when I woke again, lo I he was gone ; 

So that I said : Perhaps it is a dream. 

Bat from that very hoar the seven demons 

That had their habitation in this body 

Which men call beaatifal, departed from me I 

This morning, when the first gleam of the dawn 

Made Lebanon a glory in the air. 

And all below was darkness,! beheld 

An angel, or a spirit glorified. 

With wind-tossed garments walking on the lake. 

The face I ooald not see, but I distingnished 

The attitade and gestare, and I knew 

'T was he that healed me. And the gasty wind 

Broaght to mine ears a voice, whidi seemed to 

say: 
Be of good cheer I T is 1 1 Be not afraid I 
And from the darkness, scarcely heard, the answer: 
If it be then, bid me come anto thee 
Upon the water I And the voice said : Come I 
And then I heard a cry of fear: Lord, save 

me I 
As of a drowning man. And then the voice : 
Why didst thoa doubt, O thou of little faithi 
At this all vanished, and the wind was hushed. 
And the great sun came up above the hills. 
And the swift-flying vapors hid themselves 
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In caverns among the rocks I Oh, I most find him 
And follow him, and be with him forever I 

Thou box of alabaster, in whose walls 
The souls of flowers lie pent, the precious bahn 
And spikenard of Arabian farms, the spirits 
Of aromatic herbs, ethereal natures 
Nursed by the sun and dew, not all unworthy 
To bathe his consecrated feet, whose step 
Makes every threshold holy that he crosses ; 
Let us go forth upon our pilgrimage. 
Thou and I only ! Let us search for him 
Until we find him, and pour out our souls 
Before his feet, till all that 's left of us 
Shall be the broken caskets that once held us I 



THE HOUSE OF SIMON THE FHABISEE. 

▲ ouBBT at table. 

Are ye deceived ? Have any of the Rulers 
Believed on him ? or do they know indeed 
This man to be the very Christ? Howbeit 
We know whence this man is, but when the Christ 
Shall come, none knoweth whence he is. 

CHBISTUS. 

Whereunto shall I liken, then, the men 

Of this generation ? and what are they like ? 

They are like children sitting in the markets. 

And calling unto one another, saying : 

We have piped unto you, and ye have not danced ; 

We have mourned unto you, and ye have not wept I 
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lliis say I tmto yoo, for Jokn the BaptJife 
Came neither eafeiiig favead nor dri a H a g wiae ; 
Ye say he hath a derfl. Hie Son of Kan 
Tiating and dzmkn^ oomedi, and ye may: 
Behold a ^nttonoos man, and a winehihbcr; 
Behold a friend of poUieans and 



Who 18 that woman yonder, g liding in 
So silenil^ behind hi] 



Itialfa^, 
Who dweDedi in die Tower of llagi^la. 



See, how the kneels there weqiing, and her 
FaU on his feet ; and her long, golden 
Wa^ea to and fro and wipaa Hiem diy 
And now ahe kiaeeft them, and fieom a boK 
Of alabaster is anointing Hiem 
With preciooB ointment, filling all tibe 
With its sweet odor ! 



Oh, tUs man, formoth. 
Were he indeed a Prophet, woaid hare knovn 
Who and what manner of woman tUs wuj be 
Hiat toocheth him ! would know she is a 



Simon, somewhat hare I to say to thee* 



Master, say on. 



A. eertam creditor 
Had onee two debtors ; andtibeoneof 
Owed him fire hundred pcnee ; the other, fifty. 
They having nang^ to pay withsl, he frankly 
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Forgave them both. Now tell me which of them 
WiU love him most ? 

8DC0K. 

He, I suppose, to whom 
He most forgave. 

OHBIBTUS. 

Tea, thou hast rightly judged. 
Seest thou this woman? When thine house I en- 
tered. 
Thou gavest me no water for my feet. 
But she hath washed them with her tears, and 

wiped them 
With her own hair. Thou gavest me no kiss ; 
This woman hath not ceased, since I came in. 
To kiss my feet. My head with oil didst thou 
Anoint not ; but this woman hath anointed 
My feet with ointment. Hence I say to thee. 
Her sins, which have been many, are forgiven, 
For she loved much. 

THE GUESTS. 

Oh, who, then, is this man 
That pardoneth also sins without atonement ? 

CHSIBTUS. 

Woman, thy faith hath saved thee I Go in peace I 



THE SECOND PASSOVER. 

I. 

BEFOBE THE GATES OF MAGRSBUS. 

MANAHEM. 

Welcome, O wilderness, and welcome, night 
And solitude, and ye swift-flying stars 
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That drift with golden sands the barren heavens, 
Welcome onoe more I The Angels of the Wind 
Hasten across the desert to receive me ; 
And sweeter than men's voices are to me 
The voices of these solitudes ; the sound 
Of unseen rivulets, and the far-o£E cry 
Of bitterns in the reeds of water-pools. 
And lo I above me, like the Prophet's arrow 
Shot from the eastern window, high in air 
The clamorous cranes go singing through the 
night. 

ye mysterious pilgrims of the air. 
Would I had wings that I might follow you t 

1 look forth from these mountains, and behold 
The omnipotent and omnipresent night. 
Mysterious as the future and the fate 

That hangs o'er all men's lives I I see beneath 

me 
The desert stretching to the Dead Sea shore. 
And westward, faint and far away, the glimmer 
Of torches on Mount OUvet, announdng 
The rising of the Moon of Passover, 
like a great cross it seems on which suspended. 
With head bowed down in agony, I see 
A human figure I Hide, O merciful heaven, 
The awful apparition from my sight I 

And thou, Maduerus, lifting high and black 
Thy dreadful waUs against the rising moon, 
Haunted by demons and by apparitions, 
Lilith, and Jezerhara, and Bedargon, 
How grim thou showest in the uncertain light. 
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A palace and a prison, where King Herod 

Feasts with Herodias, while the Baptist John 

Fasts, and consumes his unavailing life I 

And in thy court-yard grows the untithed rue, 

Huge as the olives of Grethsemane, 

And ancient as the terebinth of Hebron, 

Coeval with the world. Would that its leaves 

Medicinal could purge thee of the demons 

That now possess thee, and the cunning fox 

That burrows in thy walls, contriving mischief I 

Music ia heard/ram tott&m. 

Angels of Gk)d I Sandalphon, thou that weavest 
The prayers of men into immortal garlands, 
And thou, Metatron, who dost gather up 
Their songs, and bear them to Hie gates of heaven. 
Now gather up together in your hands 
The prayers tiiat fill this prison, and the songs 
That echo from the ceiling of this palace. 
And lay them side by side before Good's feet I 

He enters the oasde. 

n. 

hebod's BAKQUET-HALL. 



Thou hast sent for me, O King, and I am here. 

HEROD. 

Who art thou? 

BCAxiAHKm* 

Manahem, the Essenian. 

HEBOD. 

I recognize thy features, but what mean 
These torn and faded garments ? On thy road 
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Have demons crowded Aee, and nibbed against 

thee. 
And gi^en thee weaiy knees ? A ciqp of wine I 

The Frfwenianw drink no wine. 

What wilt tiboD, tiien ? 



Nothing. 

Not even a cop of water? 



Nothing. 
Why hast Ihoa sent for me ! 



Dost ihon remember 
One day when I, a sdioolboy in the streets 
Of the great city, met ihee on my way 
To school, and thou didst say to me : Hereafter 
Thoashaltbeking? 



Tea, I remember it. 



Thinking thoa didst not know me, I replied: 
I am of humble birth ; whereat, thou, smiling. 
Didst smite me with thy hand, and saidst again : 
Thon shalt be King ; and let the friendly blows 
That Manahem hath given thee on this day 
Remind thee of the fickleness of fortune. 



Whatmoie? 

HEBOn. 

No more. 
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Tea, for I said to thee : 
It shall be well with thee if thoa love justice 
And (demency towards thy f eUow-men. 
Hast thou done this, O King ? 

HEBOD. 

Go, ask my people. 

MANAHEH. 

And then, foreseeing all thy life, I added : 
But these thou wilt forget ; and at the end 
Of life the Lord will punish thee. 

HEROD. 

The end ! 
When will that come ? For this I sent to 

thee. 
How long shall I still reign? Thou dost not 

answer I 
Speak t shall I reign ten years ? 

ICANAHEM. 

Thou shalt reign twenty. 
Nay, thirty years. I cannot name the end. 

HSBOD. 

Thirty ? I thank thee, good Essenian I 
This is my birthday, and a happier one 
Was never mine. We hold a banquet here. 
See, yonder are Herodias and her daughter. 

If ANAHEM, aside. 

'T is said that devils sometimes take the shape 
Of ministering angels, clothed with air. 
That they may be inhabitants of earth, 
And lead man to destruction. Such are these. 

HEROD. 

Knowest thou John the Baptist ? 
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Tea, I know him ; 
Who knows him not ? 

HEROD. 

Know, then, this John the Baptist 
Said that it was not lawful I should many 
My brother FhiUp's wife, and John the Baptist 
Is here in prison. In my other's time 
Matthias Margaloth was put to death 
For tearing the golden eagle from its station 
Above the Temple Gktte, — a slighter crime 
Than John is guilty of. These things are warnings 
To intermeddlers not to play with eagles, 
Living or dead. I think the Essenians 
Are wiser, or more wary, are they not ? 



The Essenians do not marry. 

HEBOD. 

Thou hast given 
My words a meaning foreign to my thought 

MANAHEM. 

Let me go henoe, O King I 

HEROD. 

Stay yet awhile, 
And see the daughter of Herodias dance. 
Cleopatra of Jerusalem, my mother. 
In her best days, was not more beautifuL 

itftinc. The Daxtohtke of Herodias dances. 

HEROD. 

Oh, what was Miriam dancing with her timbrel. 
Compared to this one ? 

KAITAHEM* Oside. 

O thou Angel of Death, 
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Danoing at funerals among the women, 
When men bear out the dead I The air is hot 
And stifles me I Oh for a breath of air I 
Bid me depart, O King I 

HEROD. 

Not yet Come hither, 
Salome, thou enchantress I Ask of me 
Whatever thou wilt ; and even unto the half 
Of all my kingdom, I will give it thee, 
As the Lord liveth I 

DAUORTER OF HERODiAS, hfieding. 

Give me here the head 
Of John the Baptist on this sQver charger t 

BEBOD. 

Not that, dear child I I dare not ; for the people 
Regard John as a prophet 

DAUGHTER OF HBRODIAS. 

Thou hast sworn it 

HEROD. 

For mine oath's sake, then. Send unto the prison ; 
Let him die quickly. Oh, accursed oath I 



Bid me depart, O King I 

HEROD. 

Good Manahem, 
Give me thy hand. I love the Essenians. 
He's gone and hears me not! The guests are 

dumb. 
Awaiting the pale face, the silent witness. 
The lamps flare; and the curtains of the door- 
ways 
Wave to and fro as if a ghost were passing I 
Streng^en my heart, red wine of Ascalon ! 
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HL 

UNDER THE WALLS OF MACELSBU8. 
MANAHSM, rugking ouL 

Away from this Palace of sin I 
The demons, the terrible powers 
Of the air, that haunt its towers 
And hide in its waterspouts. 
Deafen me with the din 
Of their laoghter and their shoots 
For the crimes that are done withini 

Sink back into the earth. 

Or vanish into the air, 

Thon castle of despair ! 

Let it all be but a dream 

Of the things of monstrous birth. 

Of the thing that only seems ! 

White Angel of the Moon, 

Onafiel t be my guide 

Out of this hateful place 

Of sin and death, nor hide 

In yon black cloud too soon 

Thy pale and tranquil face ! 

A trumpet i$ bhum from the waU$. 

Hark t hark I It is the breath 
Of the trump of doom and death. 
From the battlements overhead 
Like a burden of sorrow cast 
On the midnight and the blast, 
A wailing for the dead. 
That the gusts drop and upUftI 
Herod, thy vengeance is swift I 
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O Herodias, thou hast been 
The demon, the evil thing, 
That in place of Esther the Qneen, 
In place of the lawful bride, 
Hast lain at night by the side 
Of Ahasuerus the king ! 

The trun^ again. 

The Prophet of God is deadi 

At a dronken monarch's call. 

At a dancing-woman's beck. 

They have severed that stubborn neck, 

And into the banquet-hall 

Are bearing the ghastly head I 

A body if thrown from the tower, 

A torch of lurid red 

Lights the window with its glow ; 

And a white mass as of snow 

Is hurled into the abyss 

Of the black precipice. 

That yawns for it below I 

O hand of the Most High, 

O hand of Adonai I 

Bury it, hide it away 

From the birds and beasts of prey, 

And the eyes of the homicide. 

More pitiless than they. 

As thou didst bury of yore 

The body of him that died 

On the mountain of Peor I 

Even now I behold a sign, 

A threatening of wrath divine, 

A watery, wandering star, 

Through whose streaming hair, and the white 
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Unfolding garments of light, 

That trail behind it afar, 

The constellations shine I 

And the whiteness and brightness appear 

Like the Angel bearing the Seer 

By the hair of his head, in the might 

And rush of his vehement flight 

And I listen nntil I hear 

From fathomless depths of the sky 

The yoice of his prophecy 

Sounding louder and more near I 

Malediction! malediction I 
May the lightnings of heaven fall 
On palace and prison wall. 
And their desolation be 
As the day of fear and affliction, 
As the day of anguish and ire, 
With the burning and fuel of fire, 
In the Valley of the Sea I 

IV. 

NICODEMUS AT NIGHT. 

HIOODEMUB. 

The streets are silent. The dark houses seem 
Like sepulchres, in which the sleepers lie 
Wrapped in their shrouds, and for the moment 

dead. 
The lamps are all extinguished ; only one 
Bums steadily, and from the door its light 
lies like a shining gate across the street. 
He waits for me. Ah, should this be at last 
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The long-ezpeoted Christ I I see him there 
Sitting alone, deep-buried in his thought, 
As if the weight of all the world were resting 
Upon him, and thus bowed him down* O Babbi, 
We know thou art a Teacher come from God, 
For no man can perform the miracles 
Thou dost perform, except the Lord be with him. 
Thou art a Prophet, sent here to proclaim 
The Kingdom of the Lord. Behold in me 
A Buler of the Jews, who long have waited 
The coming of that kingdom. Tell me of it. 

OHBIBTUB. 

y erily, verily I say unto thee, 

Except a man be bom again, he cannot 

Behold the Ejngdom of God I 

NICODKSCUS. 

Be bom again? 
How can a man be bom when he is old ? 
Say, can he enter for a second time 
Into his mother's womb, and so be bom? 

CHRISTUS. 

Yerily I say unto thee, except 
A man be bom of water and the spirit, 
He cannot enter into the Kingdom of Gt>d. 
For that which of the flesh is bom, is flesh ; 
And that which of the spirit is bom, is spirit 

NICODEMUS. 

We Israelites from the Primeval Man 
Adam Ahelion derive our bodies ; 
Our souls are breathings of the Holy Ghost 
No more than this we know, or need to know. 

CHBISTUB. 

Then marvel not, that I said unto thee 
Ye must be bom again. 
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NICODB1C0B. 

The mystery 
Of birth and death we cannot comprehend. 

CHBIBTUB. 

The wind bloweth where it listeth, and we hear 
The sonnd thereof, but know not whence it oometh. 
Nor whithar it goeih. So is every one 
Bom of the spirit ! 

NioooBMTO, aside. 

How can these things be? 
He seems to speak of some yagae realm of shadows, 
Some unsubstantial kingdom of the air I 
It is not this the Jews are waiting for. 
Nor can this be the Christ, the Son of David, 
Who shall deliver us I 

CHBISTOS. 

Art thou a master 
Of Israel, and knowest not these things ? 
We speak that we do know, and testify 
That we have seen, and ye will not receive 
Our witness. If I tell you earthly things. 
And ye believe not, how shall ye believe. 
If I diould tell you of things heavenly ? 
And no man hath ascended up to heaven. 
But He alone that first came down from heaven, 
Even the Son of Man which is in heaven I 

HicODEMUS, aside. 
This is a dreamer of dreams ; a visionary. 
Whose brain is overtasked, until he deems 
The unseen world to be a thing substantial. 
And this we live in, an unreal vision! 
And yet his presence fascinates and fills me 
With wonder, and I feel myself exalted 
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Into a higher region, and become 
Myself in part a dreamer of his dreams, 
A seer of his visions ! 

CHBIBTUB. 

And as Moses 
Uplifted the setpent in the wilderness, 
So must the Son of Man be lifted up ; 
That whosoever shall believe in Him 
Shall perish not, but have eternal life. 
He that believes in Him is not condemned ; 
He that believes not, is condemned already. 

NicoDEMus, iuide. 
He speaketh like a Prophet of the Lord I 

CHRISTUS. 

This is the condemnation ; that the light 

Is come into the world, and men loved darkness 

Bather than light, because their deeds axe evil I 

NiGODEMUSy aMe, 
Of me he speaketh I He reproveth me. 
Because I come by night to question him I 

CHBISTUS. 

For every one that doeth evil deeds 
Hateth die light, nor cometh to the light. 
Lest he should be reproved. 

mcooEMUS, oMe. 

Alas, how truly 
He readeth what is passing in my heart I 

CHRISTUS. 

But he that doeth truth comes to the light, 
So that his deeds may be made manifest, 
That they are wrought in God. 

mCODEMUS. 

Alas! alas! 



THE DIVINE TRAGEDY 69 

V. 

BUND BABTZMEUS. 

BABTOCKUB. 

Be not impatient, Cliilion ; it is pleasant 
To sit here in the shadow of the walls 
Under the palms, and hear the hum of bees, 
And romor of voices passing to and fro, 
And drowsy bells of caravans on their way 
To Sidon or Damascus. This is still 
The City of Palms, and yet the walls thou seest 
Are not the old walls, not the walls where Bahab 
Hid the two spies, and let them down by cords 
Out of the window, when the gates were shut. 
And it was dark. Those walls were overthrown 
When Joshua's army shouted, and the priests 
Blew with their seven trumpets. 

CHnJON. 

When was that? 

BABTIMEnS. 

O my sweet rose of Jericho, I know not 
Hundreds of years ago. And over there 
Beyond the river, the great prophet Elijah 
Was taken by a whirlwind up to heaven 
In chariot of fire, with fiery horses. 
That is the plain of Moab ; and beyond it 
Bise the blue summits of Mount Abarim, 
Nebo and Pisgah and Peor, where Moses 
Died, whom the Lord knew face to face, and whom 
He buried in a valley, and no man 
Knows of his sepulchre unto this day. 

cmuoK. 
Would thou couldst see these places, as I see them. 
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BABTDOEUS. 

I have not seen a glimmer of the light 
Since thou wast bom. I never saw thy fooOy 
And yet I seem to see it ; and one day 
Perhaps shall see it ; for there is a Prophet 
In Gralilee, the Messiah, the Son of David, 
Who heals the blind, if I could only find him. 
I hear the sound of many feet approaching, 
And voices, like the murmur of acrowd I 
What seest thou ? 

CHEUON. 

A young man dad in white 
Is coming through the gateway, and a crowd 
Of people follow. 

BABTIMEUB. 

Can it be the Prophet I 
O neighbors, tell me who it is that passes ? 

OMB OF THB CBOWI>. 

Jesus of Nazareth. 

BABTDOEns, Crying, 

O Son of DavidI 
Have mercy on me I 

MANY OF THB CBOWD. 

Peace, Blind BartimeuB t 
Do not disturb the Master. 

BABTDCEUB, crymg more vehemendy. 

Son of David, 
Have mercy on me ! 

ONB OF THE CBOWD. 

See, the Master stops. 
Be of good comfort ; rise. He calleth thee I 

BABTOfEUBy costmg away hit cloak, 
Ghilion I good neighbors ! lead me on. 
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CHBI8TU8. 

What wilt thou 
That I ahonld do to thee ? 

BABTDCEUB. 

Grood Lord I my sight — 
That I reoeive my sight ! 

0HBIBTU8. 

Beceive thy sight! 
Thy faith hath made thee whole I 

THE CROWD. 

He sees again I 
CmtiBTUS poisei on. The crowd gathers round Babtdocub. 

BARTDfEUS. 

I see again ; but sight bewilders me t 

Like a remembered dream, familiar things 

Come back to me. I see the tender sky 

Above me, see the trees, the city walls, 

And the old gateway, through whose echoing 

arch 
I groped so many years; and yon, my neigh- 
bors; 
But know you by your friendly yoices only. 
How beautiful the world is ! and how wide I 
Oh, I am mfles away, if I but look I 
Where art thou, Chilion? 

chuiok. 

Father, I am here. 



Oh let me gaze upon thy face, dear childl 
For I haye only seen thee with my hands ! 
How beautiful thou art I I should have known 

thee; 
Thou hast her eyes whom we shall see hereafter ! 
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God of Abraham ! Elion ! Adonai I 
Who art thyself a Father, pardon me 
If for a moment I have thee postponed 

To the affections and the thoughts of earth. 
Thee, and the adoration that I owe thee, 
When by thy power alone these darkened eyes 
Have been unsealed again to see thy light! 

VI. 
Jacob's well. 

A SAMABTTAN WOMAN. 

The smi is hot ; and the dry east-wind blowing 
Fills all the air with dust. The birds are silent ; 
Even the little fieldfares in the com 
No longer twitter ; only the grasshoppers 
Sing their incessant song of sun and summer* 

1 wonder who those strangers were I met 
Going into the city ? Gralileans 

They seemed to me in speaking, when they asked 

The short way to the market-place. Perhaps 

They are fishermen from the lake ; or travellers, 

Looking to find the inn. And here is some one 

Sitting beside the well ; another stranger ; 

A GtkUlean also by his looks* 

What can so many Jews be doing here 

Together in Samaria ? Are they going 

Up to Jerusalem to the Passover ? 

Our Passover is better here at Sychem, 

For here is Ebal ; here is Gerizim, 

The mountain where our father Abraham 

Went up to offer Isaac ; here the tomb 
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Of Jofleph, — for they bTOught his bones from 

Egypt 
And buried them in this land, and it is holy. 



GKve me to drink. 

8AMAB1TAK WOMAIT. 

How can it be that Aoo, 
Being a Jew, aakest to drink of me 
Which am a woman of Samaria? 
Ton Jews despise us ; have no dealings with ns ; 
Make ns a byword ; call us in derision 
The silly folk of Sychar. Sir, how is it 
Thon adcest drink of me? 



K ihon hadst known 
The gift of God, and who it is that sayeth 
Crive me to drink, ihoawooldst have asked of Him; 
He wonid haye given thee the living water. 

SAXABITAK WOMAIT. 

Sir, thon hast nang^t to draw with, and the well 
Is deep I Whence hast thon living water ? 
Say, art thon greater than oor &iiher Jacob, 
Which gave this well to ns, and drank thereof 
Himself, and all his children and his cattle ? 

CHBIBTITS. 

Ah, whosoever drinketh of this water 
Shall thirst again ; bat whosoever drinkedi 
The water I shall give him shall not thirst 
Fotevexmore, for it shall be within him 
A well of living water, springing up 
Into life everlasting. 

SAXABITAV WOMAir. 

Eveiy day 
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I must go to and fro, in heat and cold, 
And I am weary. Give me of this water, 
That I may thirst not, nor come here to draw. 

OHBIBTUB. 

Go call thy husband, woman, and come hither. 

SAlCABrrAN WOMAH. 

I have no husband. Sir. 

OHBIBTUS. 

Thou hast well said 
I have no husband. Thoa hast had five hus- 
bands; 
And he whom now thou hast is not thy husband. 

SAMABTTAN WOMAN. 

Surely thou art a Prophet, for thou readest 
The hidden things of life I Our &tbers wor- 
shipped 
Upon this mountain Gerizim ; and ye say 
The only place in which men ought to worship 
Is at Jerusalem. 

CHRISTUS. 

BeUeve me, woman. 
The hour is coming, when ye neither shall 
Upon this mount, nor at Jerusalem, 
Worship the Father ; for the hour is coming. 
And is now come, when the true worshippers 
Shall worship the Father in spirit and in truth ! 
The Father seeketh such to worship Him. 
God is a spirit ; and they that worship Him 
Must worship Him in spirit and in truth. 

SAMABTTAN WOMAN. 

Master, I know that the Messiah cometh, 
Which is called Christ ; and He will tell us all 
things. 
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OHBIBTUS. 

I that speak unto thee am He I 

THX oiBdFLBB, returning. 

Behold, 
The Master sitting by the well, and talking 
With a Samaritan woman I With a woman 
Of Syohar, the silly people, always boasting 
Of their Monnt Ebal, and Mount Grerizim, 
Their Everlasting Mountain, which they think 
Higher and holier than our Momit Moriah ! 
Why, once upon the Feast of the New Moon, 
When oar great Sanhedrim of Jerusalem 
Had all its watch-fires kindled on the hills 
To warn the distant villages, these people 
Lighted up others to mislead the Jews, 
And make a mockery of their festival I 
See, she has left the Master ; and is mnning 
Back to the city I 

THB SAMABir AH WOMAV. 

Oh, come see a man 
Wbo hath told me all things that I ever did I 
Say, is not this tlie Christ? 



Lo, Master, here 
Is food, Hiat we have brought thee from the city. 
We pray thee eat it. 

CHBISTUB. 

I have food to eat 
Ye know not of. 

TmE msciFUES, to eadk cAer. 

Hath any man been here. 
And brought EBm aug^t to eat, while we were 
gone? 
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CHBIBTUB. 

The food I speak of is to do the will 
Of Him that sent me, and to finish his work. 
Do ye not say, Lo I there are yet four months 
And oometh harvest ? I say nnto yon. 
Lift up your eyes, and look upon the fields, 
For they are white already unto harvest ! 

vn. 

THE COASTS OF C.S8ABEA PHILIPPI. 
OHRIBTUB, ffomg up the mouniain. 

Who do the people say I am ? 

JOHN. 

Some say 
That thou art John the Baptist ; some, Elias ; 
And others Jeremiah. 

JAMES. 

Or that one 
Of the old Prophets is arisen again. 

OHRIBTUS. 

But who say ye I am? 

FBTEB. 

Thou art the Christ I 
Thou art the Son of God ! 

CHRISTUS. 

Blessed art thou, 
Simon Barjona ! Mesh and blood hath not 
Revealed it unto thee, but even my Father, 
Which is in Heaven. And I say unto thee 
That thou art Peter ; and upon this rock 
I build my Qiurch, and all the gates of Hell 
Shall not prevail against it. But take heed 
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Te tell to no man that I am the Christ. 
For I must go up to Jerusalem, 
And suffer many things, and be rejected 
Of the Chief Priests, and of the Scribes and El- 
ders, 
And must be crucified, and the third day 
Shall rise again! 



Be it far from thee. Lord ! 
Hub shall not be ! 

OHBIBTUB. 

Gret thee behind me, Satan ! 
Thon sayorest not the things that be of God, 
Bat those that be of men ! If any will 
Ccnne after me, let him deny himself. 
And daily take his cross, and follow me. 
For whosoever will save his life shall lose it. 
And whosoever will lose his life shall find it. 
For wherein shall a man be profited 
If he shall gain the whole world, and shall lose 
Himsftif or be a castaway ? 

JAMBS, after a long pauMe. 

Why doth 
The Master lead ns up into this mountain ? 



He goeth up to pray. 

JOHH. 

See, where He standeth 
Above us on the summit of the hill ! 
His face shines as the sun ! and all his raiment 
Exceeding white as snow, so as no fuller 
On eardi can white them I He is not alone ; 
There are two with Him there; two men of eld. 



] 
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Their white beards blowing on the moimtain air, 
Are talking with him. 

JAMES. 

I am sore afraid I 



Who and whence are they ? 

JOHN. 



Moses and Elias ! 



Master I it is good for us to be herel 

If thou wilt, let us make three tabernacles ; 
For thee one, and for Moses and Elias ! 

JOHN. 

Behold a bright doud sailing in the sun I 
It overshadows us. A golden mist 
Now hides them from us, and envelops us 
And all the mountain in a luminous shadow I 

1 see no more. The nearest rocks are hidden. 

YOiCB from the dwid. 
Lo I this is my beloved Son I Hear Him I 



It is the voice of God. He speaketh to us, 
As from the burning bush He spake to Moses ! 

JOHN. 

The doud-wreaths roll away. The veil is lifted ; 
We see again. Behold ! He is alone. 
It was a vision that our eyes beheld, 
And it hath vanished into the unseen. 

CHBiSTUB, co/ming dcwnfi^jim the mounUwu 
I charge ye, tell the vision unto no one, 
Till the Son of Man be risen from the dead I 

FETSR, €uide. 

Again He speaks of it I What can it mean. 
This rising from the dead ? 
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Why say the Scribes 
Elias must first oome ? 

CHBISTITS. 

He oometh first, 
Bestoring all things. But I say to you, 
That this Elias is already come. 
They knew him not, but have done unto 
Whate'er they listed, as is written of him. 

FBTEBy ainde. 
It is of John the Baptist He is speaking. 



As we descend, see, at the mountain's foot, 
A crowd of people ; coming, going, thronging 
Bound the disciples, that we left behind us. 
Seeming impatient, that we stay so long. 



It is some blind man, or some paralytic 
That waits the Master's coming to be healed. 



I see a boy, who struggles and demeans 
As if an unclean spirit tormented him I 

A CBRTAiZf MAN, running foTWord, 

Lord I I beseech thee, look upon my son. 

He is mine only child ; a lunatic. 

And sorely ve^L ; for oftentimes he falleth 

Into the fire and oft into the water. 

Wherever the dumb spirit taketh him 

He teareth him. He gnasheth with his teeth. 

And pines away. I spake to thy disciples 

That they should cast him out, and they could not. 

CHRI8TU8. 

faithless generation and perverse I 
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How long shall I be with yon, and loffer yon ? 
Bring thy son hither. 

BTSTAXDBBa. 

How the undean spirit 
Seises the boy, and tortures him with pain I 
He ialleth to the ground and wallows^ foaming I 
He cannot lire. 

CHBISTCS. 

How long is it ago 
Since this came onto him ? 



Eyen of a child. 
Oh, have compassion on as, Lord, and help ns, 
If thoa canst help as. 

CHKISTCS. 

If thoa canst belicTe 
For onto him that verily beUcYeth, 
All things are possible. 

THx FA-ma. 

Lord, I bdierel 
Help thoo mine unbelief I 

CHBISTCS. 

Dumb and deaf spirit, 
Come out of him, I charge thee, and no mors 
Enter thou into him I 

Tim bof wttmrw a Icmd ay 0/pmn, ami cAm Hm ^tSL 

BYSTAiriHtBS. 

How motionless 
He lieth there. No life is left in him. 
His eyes are like a blind man*s, that see not 
The boy is dead I 



Behold ! the Master stoopsi 
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And takes him by the hand, and lifts him np. 
He is not dead. 

DISCIFIJES. 

Bnt one word from those lips, 
Bnt one tonch of that hand, and he is healed ! 
Ah, why oould we not do it ? 

THB FATHER. 

My poor child I 
Now thou art mine again. The unclean spirit 
Shall never more torment thee ! Look at me ! 
Speak nnto me I Say that thou knowest me I 

DiBCiPLBS to CHBiSTUB, departing. 

Grood Master, tell us, for what reason was it 
We conld not cast him out ? 

CHRISTUS. 

Because of your unbelief I 

vni. 

THE YOUNG BULEB. 
CHRISTUS. 

Two men went up into the temple to pray. 
The one was a self-righteous Pharisee, 
The other a Publican. And the Pharisee 
Stood and prayed thus within himself ! O God, 
I thank thee I am not as other men. 
Extortioners, unjust, adulterers. 
Or even as this Publican. I fast 
Twice in the week, and also I give tithes 
Of all that I possess I The Publican, 
Standing afar off, would not lift so much 
Even as his eyes to heaven, but smote his breast. 
Saying : Grod be merciful to me a sinner ! 
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I tell you that this man went to his houae 
More justified than the other. Eveiy one 
That doth exalt himself shall be abased. 
And he that humbleth himself shall be exalted I 

CBiLDBSXf, among themselves. 
Let ns go nearer ! He is telling stories ! 
Let us go listen to them. 

AK OLD JEW. 

Children, children I 
What are ye doing here ? Why do ye crowd us ? 
It was such little vagabonds as you, 
That followed Elisha, mocking him and ciying : 
Go up, thou bald-head I But the bears — the 

bears 
Came out of the wood, and tare them I 

A MOTHER. 

Speak not thus I 
We brought them here, that He might lay his 

hands 
On them, and bless them. 

CHBISTUS. 

Suffer little children 
To come unto me, and forbid them not ; 
Of such is the kingdom of heaven; and their 

angels 
Look always on my Father's face. 

Takes them in his arms and blesses thesn, 
A TOUNG RULER, runsung. 

Good Master I 
What good thing shall I do, that I may have 
Eternal life ? 

CHRIBTUB. 

Why callest thou me good ? 
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There is none good but one, and that is God. 
If thou wilt enter into life eternal. 
Keep the oonunandments. 

TOUKG RULER. 

Which of them ? 

CHRIBTUB. 

Thou shalt not 
Commit adulteiy ; thou shalt not kill ; 
Thou shalt not steal; thou shalt not bear false 

witness; 
Honor thy father and thy mother ; and love 
Thy neighbor as thyself. 

TOUKO RULER. 

From my youth up 
All these things have I kept. What lack I yet ? 

JOHN. 

With what divine compassion in his eyes 
The Master looks upon this eager youth. 
As if He loved him I 

CHRIBTUB. 

Wouldst thou perfect be, 
Sell all thou hast, and give it to the poor. 
And come, take up thy cross, and follow me, 
And thou shalt have thy treasure in the heavens. 

JOHH. 

Behold, how sorrowful he turns away I 

CHRIBTUB. 

Children I how hard it is for them that trust 
In riches to enter into the kingdom of God I 
'T is easier for a camel to go through 
A needle's eye, than for the rich to enter 
The kingdom of God I 

JOHH. 

Ah, who then can be saved? 



84 CHR2STUS: A MYSTERY 

CHBIBTUS. 

With men this is indeed impossible, 
But unto Grod all things are possible ! 



Behold, we have left all, and followed thee. 
What shall we have therefor ? 

CHUBTUS. 

Eternal life. 



AT BETHANY. 



Mabtha busy about household affairs. Mast sitting at the 

feet of Christus. 



She sitteth idly at the Master's feet, 
And troubles not herself with household cares. 
'T is the old stoiy. When a guest arrives 
She gives up aU to be with him; while I 
Must be the drudge, make ready the guest-cham- 
ber, 
Prepare the food, set everything in order. 
And see that naught is wanting in the house. 
She shows her love by words, and I by works. 



Master I when thou oomest, it is always 
A Sabbath in the house. I cannot work ; 

1 must sit at thy feet ; must see thee, hear thee I 
I have a feeble, wayward, doubting heart, 
Incapable of endurance or great thoughts. 
Striving for something that it cannot reach, 
Baffled and disappointed, wounded, hungry ; 
And only when I hear thee am I happy, 

And only when I see thee am at peace I 
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Stronger than I, and wiser, and far better 
In every manner, is my sister Martha. 
Thou seest how well she orders everything 
To make thee welcome ; how she comes and goes, 
Carefnl and cnmbered ever with much serving. 
While I but welcome thee with foolish words I 
Whene'er thou speakest to me, I am happy ; 
When thou art silent, I am satisfied. 
Thy presence is enough. I ask no more. 
Only to be with thee, only to see thee, 
Sufficeth me. My heart is then at rest. 
I wonder I am worthy of so mucL 



Lord, dost thou care not that my sister Mary 
Hath left me thus to wait on thee alone ? 
I pray thee, bid her help me. 

CHBISTUS. 

Martha, Martha, 
Careful and troubled about many things 
Art thou, and yet one thing alone is needful I 
Thy sister Mary hath chosen that good part, 
Which never shall be taken away from her I 



BOSK BUND. 
A JEW. 



beggar 



Is it not he who used to sit and beg 
By the Gate Beautiful ? 



AKOTHBB. 

It is the same. 
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A TROm. 

It 18 not he, but like him, for thet beggsr 
Was blind from birth. It oannot be the 



Tea, I am he. 

A JSW. 



How have thine eyee been opened? 



A man that ia oalled Jeans made a olay 
And pat it on mine eyes, and said to me: 
Go to Siloam's Pool and wash thyself. 
I went and washed, and I leoeiTed my sight. 

A JSW. 

WheieisHe? 



I know not 



What is this erowd 
Gathered about a bqg;ar ? What has h^ypened 7 

A JSW. 

Here is a man who hath been Uind from birth. 
And now he sees. He says a man oalled Jesns 
Hath healed him. 



As God liveth, the Nasaienel 
Ehnr was this done? 



Babboni, he pot olay 
Upon mine eyes ; I washed, and now I 



When did he this? 



Babboni, yesterday. 
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The Sabbath day. This man is not of Gbd 
Because he keepeth not the Sabbath day I 

A JSW. 

How can a man that is a sinner do 
Such miracles ? 

PHABIBBB8. 

What dost thou say of him 
That hath restored thy sight? 

THE BEGOAB. 

He is a Prophet 

A JEW. 

This is a wonderful story, but not true. 

A beggar's fiction. He was not bom Uind, 

And never has been blind! 

OTHEBS. 

Here are his parents. 
Ask them* 



Is this your son ? 

THE PAKEMTS. 

Babboni, yea ; 
We know this is our son. 



Was he bom blind? 

THE PARENTS. 

He was bom blind. 



Then how doth he now see? 
THE PABBirrs, ande. 
What answer shall we make ? If we confess 
It was the Christ, we shall be driven forth 
Out of the Synagogue I We know, Babboni, 
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This is oar son, and that he wm bom 
Bat by what means he seeth, we know not, 
Or who his eyes hath opened, we know not 
He is of age ; ask him ; we cannot say ; 
He shall speak for himself. 



Give God the praise I 
We know the man that healed thee is a mwimif t 

THB aiOOAJL 

Whether He be a sinner, I know not ; 

One thing I know ; that whereas I was blind, 

I now do 



How opened he thine eyes? 
What did he do? 



I have already told yoo. 
Te did not hear ; why woald ye hear again ? 
Will ye be his disciples ? 



GodofMosest 
Are we demoniacs, are we halt or blind. 
Or palsy-stricken, or lepers, or the like. 
That we shoald join the Synagogue of Satan, 
And follow jugglers ? Tboa art his disdple. 
Bat we are disciples of Moses ; and we know 
That God spake nnto Moses ; bat this fellow, 
We know not whence he is I 



Why, herein is 
A mairelloos thing I Ye know not whence He is, 
Tet He hath opened mine eyes t We know that 
God 
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Heareth not siimers ; but if any man 
Doetk God's will, and is his worshipper, 
Him doth He hear. Oh, sinoe the world began 
It was not heard that any man hath opened 
The eyes of one that was bom blind. If He 
Were not of Grod, snrely He oould do nothing I 

PHARISEES. 

Thou, who wast altogether bom in sins 
And in iniquities, dost thou teach us ? 
Away with thee out of the holy places, 
Thou reprobate, thou beggar, thou blasphemer I 

The Bbgoas it ca»t ouL 

XI. 

SIMON MAQUS AND HELEN OF TTBE. 

On ike koute4op at Endor, Night A lighted lantern on a 

table. 

sncoN. 

Swift are the blessed Immortals to the mortal 

That perseveres ! So doth it stand recorded 

In the divine Chaldsan Oracles 

Of Zoroaster, once Ezekiel's slave. 

Who in his native East betook himself 

To lonely meditation, and the writing 

On the dried skins of oxen the Twelve Books 

Of the Avesta and the Oracles I 

Therefore I persevere ; and I have brought thee 

From the great city of Tyre, where men deride 

The things they comprehend not, to this plain 

Of Esdraelon, in the Hebrew tongue 

Called Armageddon, and this town of Endor, 

Where men believe ; where all the air is full 
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Of maireUoos triditioiu, and the EAchaatraat 
That rammoned up the ghost of Samuel 
Is still remembeted. Thou hast seeo the land ; 
Is it not fair to look on ? 



It is&ur, 
Tet not so bit as lyre. 



Is not Moont Tabor 
As beantifal as Camel by the Sea? 



It is too silent and too solitaiy ; 

I miss the tomnlt of the streets ; the soonds 

Of traffic, and the going to and fro 

Of people in gay attire, with cloaks of purple. 

And gold and silver jewelry I 



Inventioos 
Of Ahriman, the spirit of the dai^ 
The EtQ Spirit! 



I regret the gossip 
Of friends and neighbors at the open door 
On sommer nights. 



An idle waste of tame. 



The singing and the dancing, the deli^ 
Of music and of motion* Woe is me. 
To give up all these pleasures, and to lead 
The life we lead! 



Tlion canst not raise thyself 
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Up to the level of my higher thought, 
And though possessing thee, I still remain 
Apart from thee, and with thee, am alone 
In my high dreams. 



Happier was I in Tpre. 
Oh, I remember how the gallant ships 
Came sailing in, with ivoiy, gold, and silver, 
And apes and peacocks ; and the singing sailors, 
And the gay captains with their silken dresses, 
Smelling of aloes, myrrh, and cinnamon I 

BZHON. 

But the dishonor, Helen I Let the ships 
Of Tarshish howl for that! 



And what dishonor ? 
Bemember Bahab, and how she became 
The ancestress of the great Psalmist David ; 
And wherefore should not I» Helen of l^re, 
Attain like honor ? 

SIMON. 

Thou art Helen of l^re, 
And hast been Helen of Troy, and hast been 

Bahab, 
The Queen of Sheba, and Semiramis, 
And Sara of seven husbands, and Jezebel, 
And other women of the like allurements ; 
And now thou art Minerva, the first .£on. 
The Mother of Angels ! 



And the concubine 
Of Simon the Magician I Is it honor 
For one who has been all these noble dames, 
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To tramp about the dirty villages 
And cities of Samaria with a juggler? 
A charmer of serpents ? 

SDfON. 

He who knows himself 
Knows all things in himself. I have charmed 

thee, 
Thou beautiful asp: yet am I no magician. 
I am the Power of God, and the Beauty of 

GodI 
I am the Paradete, the Comforter ! 

HELEN. 

Illusions I Thou deceiver, self-deceived I 
Thou dost usurp the tides of another ; 
Thou art not what thou sayest. 

SIMON. 

Am I not? 
Then feel my power. 

HEIiEN. 

Would I had ne'er left Tyre I 
He looks at her, and she sinks into a deqf sleep, 

SIMON. 

Gro, see it in thy dreams, fair unbeliever ! 
And leave me unto mine, if they be dreams. 
That take such shapes before me, that I see 

them; 
These effable and ine&ble impressions 
Of the mysterious world, that come to me 
From the elements of Fire and Earth and Water, 
And the all-nourishing Ether I It is written. 
Look not on Nature, for her name is &tal I 
Yet there are Principles, that make apparent 
The images of unapparent things. 
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And the impression of yagae characters 
And visions most divine appear in ether. 
So speak the Oracles ; then wherefore fatal ? 
I take this orange-bough, with its five leaves, 
Each equidistant on the upright stem ; 
And I project them on a plane below, 
In the circumference of a circle drawn 
About aoentre where the stem is planted. 
And each still equidistant from the other ; 
As if a thread of gossamer were drawn 
Down from each leaf, and fastened with a pin. 
Now if from these five points a line be traced 
To each alternate point, we shall obtain 
The Pentagram, or Solomon's Pentangle, 
A charm against all witchcraft, and a sign. 
Which on the banner of Antiochus 
Drove back the fierce barbarians of the North, 
Demons esteemed, and gave the Syrian King 
The sacred name of Soter, or of Savior. 
Thus Nature works mysteriously with man ; 
And from the Eternal One, as from a centre. 
All things proceed, in fire, air, earth, and water. 
And all are subject to one law, which broken 
Even in a single point, is broken in all; 
Demons rush in, and chaos comes again. 

By this will I compel the stubborn spirits. 
That guard the treasures, hid in caverns deep 
On Gerizim, by Uzzi the High-Priest, 
The ark and holy vessels, to reveal 
Their secret unto me, and to restore 
These precious things to the Samaritans. 
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A miBt is rising from the plain below me, 

And as I look, the vapors shape themselves 

Into strange figures, as if unawares 

My lips had breathed the Tetragrammaton, 

And from their graves, o'er all the battle-fields 

Of Armageddon, the long-buried captains 

EUid started, with their thousands, and ten thou* 

sands. 
And rushed together to renew their wars, 
Powerless, and weaponless, and without a sound ! 
Wake, Helen, from thy sleep! The air grows 

cold; 
Let us go down. 

HEIJBN, awaking. 

Oh, would I were at home I 

SDfON. 

Thou sayest that I usurp another's titles. 

In youth I saw the Wise Men of the East, 

Magalath and Pangalath and Saraoen, 

Who followed the bright star, but home returned 

For fear of Herod by another way. 

Oh shining worlds above me I in what deep 

Becesses of your realms of mystery 

Lies hidden now that star? and where are they 

That brought the gifts of frankinoense and myrrh? 

The Nazarene still liveth. 

SDfON. 

We have heard 
His name in many towns, but have not seen Him. 
He flits before us ; tarries not ; is gone 
When we approach, like something unsubstantial, 
Made of the air, and fading into air. 
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He is at Nazareth, He is at Nain, 

Or at the Lovely Village on the Lake, 

Or sailing on its waters. 



So say those 
Who do not wish to find 



SIMON. 

Can this be 
The King of Israel, whom the Wise Men wor- 
shipped ? 
Or does He fear to meet me ? It would seem so. 
We should soon learn which of us twain usurps 
The titles of the other, as thou sayest 

Tluy godaion. 



THE THIRD PASSOVER. 

L 

THE ENTRY INTO JEBUSALElf. 

Toe Stbo-Ph<enician Woman and her Dauqhteb on 

ike house-tcp at Jenuaiem, 

THE DAUOHiVR, smgmg. 

Bund Bartimeus at the gates 

Of Jericho in darkness waits ; 

He hears the crowd ; — he hears a breath 

Say, It is Christ of Nazareth I 

And calls, in tones of agony, 

The thronging multitudes increase : 
Blind Bartimeus, hold thy peace I 
But still, above the noisy crowd. 
The beggar's cry is shrill and loud ; 
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Until they say, He calleth thee I 

Then saith the Christ, as silent stands 
The crowd, What wilt thou at my hands? 
And he replies, Oh, give me Ught I 
Babbi, restore the blind man's sight I 
And Jesus answers, "Yiroyc ' 

Ye that have eyes, yet cannot see, 
In darkness and in misery, 
Recall those mighty voices three, 

0ap(rci ' lyccfMty virayc / 
11 irums orov frw^oKi crc / 

THE MOTHBB. 

Thy faith hath saved thee I Ah, how true that is t 
For I had faith ; and when the Master came 
Into the coasts of Tyre and Sidon, fleeing 
From those who sought to slay Him, I went forth 
And cried unto Him, saying : Have men^ on me, 

Lord, thou Son of David ! for my daughter 
Is grievously tormented with a deviL 

But He passed on, and answered not a word. 
And his disciples said, beseeching Him : 
Send her away I She crieth after us I 
And then the Master answered them and said : 

1 am not sent but unto the lost sheep 

Of the House of Israeli Then I worshipped Him, 
Saying : Lord, help me I And He answered me. 
It is not meet to take the children's bread 
And cast it unto dogs I Truth, Lord, I said; 
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And yet the dogs may eat the crambs which fall 
From off their master's table ; and He turned. 
And answered me; and said to me : O woman, 
Ghreat is thy faith ; then be it unto thee 
Even as thou wilt. And from that very hour 
Thou wast made whole, my darling I my delight I 

THE DAUOHTEB. 

There came upon my dark and troubled mind 

A calm, as when the tumult of the city 

Suddenly ceases, and I lie and hear 

The silver trumpets of the Temple blowing 

Their welcome to the Sabbath. Still I wonder. 

That one who was so &r away from me. 

And could not see me, by his thought alone 

Had power to heal me. Oh that I oould see HimI 

THE MOTHER. 

Perhaps thou wilt ; for I have brought thee here 
To keep the holy Passover, and lay 
Thine offering of thanksgiving on the altar. 
Thou mayst both see and hear Him. Hark I 

VOICES afar off, 

Hosanna I 

THE DAUOHTEB. 

A crowd comes pouring through the city gate I 
O mother, look 1 

VOICES m the ttrtet, 

Hosanna to the Son 
Of DavidI 

THE DAUOHTEB. 

A great multitude of people 
Fills all the street ; and riding on an ass 
Comes one of noble aspect, like a king I 
The people spread their garments in the way. 
And scatter branches of the palm-trees ! 
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Is He thftt oomelli in the name of the Lord I 
Hosenna in the highest I 

OfBBB TOICn. 

Who iB this? 
TOicn. 
Jems of Nanfeih I 



DAUQl 

Mother, it is He I 



He hath called Laams of Bethanj 

Out of his graTe, and raised him from the dead t 

Hosanna in the highest I 

PHABISSn. 

le peroeiTe 
That nothing we preTaiL Behold, the world 
Is all gone after him ! 

TBS DAUGHTSa. 

What majesty, 
What power is b that care-worn coontenanoe ! 
What sweetness, what compassion I I no longer 
Wonder that He hath healed me I 

Toicn. 

Peace in hsaTen, 

And glory in the highest I 



Rabbi I Babbil 
Beboke thy followers ! 



Shoold they hold their 
The Tery stones beneath ns woold ciy ooti 
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THE DAUOHTBB. 

All hath passed by me like a dream of wonder I 
But I have seen Him, and have heard his voice, 
And I am satisfied I I ask no more I 



n. 

SOLOMON'S FOBCH. 
QAMATJRT. THE SOBmS. 

When Babban Simeon, npon whom be peace t 
Tanght in these Schools, he boasted that his pen 
B[ad written no word that he ooold call his own, 
But wholly and always had been consecrated 
To the transcribing of the Law and Prophets. 
He used to say, and never tired of saying. 
The world itself was built upon the Law. 
And ancient HiUel said, that whosoever 
Grains a good name, gains something for himself, 
But he who gains a knowledge of the Law 
Gains everlasting life. And they spake truly. 
Great is the Written Law ; but greater still 
The Unwritten, the Traditions of the Elders, 
The lovely words of Levites, spoken first 
To Moses on the Mount, and handed down 
From mouth to mouth, in one unbroken sound 
And sequence of divine authority. 
The voice of God resounding through the ages. 

The Written Law is water ; the Unwritten 
Is precious wine ; the Written Law is salt, 
The Unwritten costly spice ; the Written Law 
Is but the body ; the Unwritten, the soul 
That quickens it and makes it breathe and live. 
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I can remember, many years ago, 

A little bright-eyed school-boy, a mere stripling. 

Son of a Gtdilean carpenter, 

From Nazareth, I think, who came one day 

And sat here in the Temple with the Scribes, 

Hearing as speak, and asking many questions. 

And we were all astonished at his quickness. 

And when his mother came, and said : Behold 

Thy father and I have sought thee, sorrowing ; 

He looked as one astonished, and made answer, 

How is it that ye sought me? Wist ye not 

That I must be about my Father's business ? 

Often since then I see him here among us. 

Or dream I see him, with his upraised face 

Intent and eager, and I often wonder 

Unto what manner of manhood he hath grown ! 

Perhaps a poor mechanic, like his father. 

Lost in his little Galilean village 

And toiling at his craft, to die unknown 

And be no more remembered among men. 

CHBISTUB m the outer court 

The Scribes and Pharisees sit in Moses' seat ; 
All, therefore, whatsoever they command you. 
Observe and do ; but follow not their works ; 
They say and do not. They bind heavy burdens 
And very grievous to be borne, and lay them 
Upon men's shoulders, but they move tbem not 
With so much as a finger I 

OAMAUSLy locking forih. 

Who is this 
Exhorting in the outer courts so loudly? 

CHKI8TUB. 

Their works they do for to be seen of men. 
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Thej make broad their phylacteries, and enlarge 
The borders of their garments, and they love 
The uppermost rooms at feasts, and the chief seats 
In Synagogues, and greetings in the markets, 
And to be called of all men Babbi, Babbi I 

OAMAT.TKL. 

It is that loud and turbulent Gralilean, 
That came here at the Feast of Dedication, 
And stirred the people up to break the Law I 

CHRISTUS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites ! for ye shut up the kingdom 
Of heaven, and neither go ye in yourselves 
Nor sujffer them that are entering to go in I 

GAMAUSL. 

How eagerly the people throng and listen. 
As if his ribald words were words of wisdom I 

OHKISTUS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 

Ye hypocrites I for ye devour the houses 

Of widows, and for pretence ye make long prayers ; 

Therefore shall ye receive the more damnation. 

GAMAUBL. 

This brawler is no Jew, — he is a vile 
Samaritan, and hath an unclean spirit I 

OHKISTUS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites I ye compass sea and land 
To make one proselyte, and when he is made 
Ye make him twofold more the child of hell 
Than you yourselves are ! 

GAMAUSL. 

O my father's father I 
HiUel of blessed memory, hear and judge I 
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CHRI8TU8. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites I for ye pay tithe of mint. 
Of anise, and of cumin, and omit 
The weightier matters of the law of Grod, 
Judgment and &ith and mercy ; and all these 
Ye ought to have done, nor leave undone the othr 
ersi 

GAMALIEL. 

O Babban Simeon I how must thy bones 
Stir in their grave to hear such blasphemies I 

OHBIBTUS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites I for ye make dean and sweet 
The outside of the cup and of the platter. 
But they within are full of all excess I 

OAMALIEL, 

Patience of Gk)d I canst thou endure so long? 
Or art thou deaf, or gone upon a journey ? 

OHBIBTUS. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites ! for ye are very like 
To whited sepulchres, which indeed appear 
Beautiful outwardly, but are within 
Filled full of dead men's bones and alluncleaii- 
nessi 

GAMALIEL. 

Am I awake? Is this Jerusalem? 
And are these Jews that throng and stare and 
listen? 

CHBI8TUB. 

Woe unto you, ye Scribes and Pharisees, 
Ye hypocrites I because ye build the tombs 
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Of prophets, and adorn the sepulchres 

Of righteous men, and say : If we had lived 

When lived our fathers, we would not have been 

Partakers with them in the blood of Prophets. 

So ye be witnesses unto yourselves, 

That ye are children of them that killed the Proph- 

etsi 
mi ye up then the measure of your fathers. 
I send unto you Prophets and Wise Men, 
And Scribes, and some ye crucify, and some 
Scourge in your Synagogues, and persecute 
From city to city ; that on you may oome 
The righteous blood that hath been shed on earth, 
From the blood of righteous Abel to the blood 
Of Zacharias, son of Barachias, 
Ye slew between the Temple and the altar I 

OAMAUBL. 

Oh, had I here my subtle dialectician. 
My little Saul of Tarsus, the teni-maker. 
Whose wit is sharper than his needle's point, 
He would delight to foil this noisy wranglerl 

OHRZBTUB. 

Jerusalem ! Jerusalem I O thou 
lliat killest the Prophets, and that stonest them 
Whidi are sent unto thee, how often would I 
Have gathered together thy children, as a hen 
Gbtthereth her chickens underneath her wing. 
And ye would not I Behold, your house is left 
Unto you desolate I 

THB FBOPLB. 

This is a Prophetl 
This is the Christ that was to come I 
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OAMAUXL. 

Yefook! 
Think ye, abJl Christ oome <mt of Galike ? 

LORD, 18 rr I ? 



One of yon shall betray me. 

TBB MSdPIJES. 

isitir 

Lord, ii HI? 

cmisTus. 
One of the Twelve it is 
That dippeih with me in this dish his hand ; 
He shall betray me. Lo, the Son of Man 
Goeih indeed as it is written of Him ; 
Bat woe shall be unto that man I7 whom 
He is betrayed I Good were it for that man 
If he had ne*er been bom 1 

JUDAS OCASIOT. 

Lord, is it I? 

CRUSTUS. 

Ay, thon hast said. And that thoa doest, do 
quickly. 

JVUAS nCAmiOT, ^oimg owt 

Ah, woe is me I 

CHBISTUS. 

All ye shall be offended 
Because of me this night ; for it is written : 
Awake, O sword ap:ainst my shepherd ! Smite 
The shepherd, saith the Lord of hosts, and soat> 
tered 
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Shall be the aheep I — Bnt after I am risen 
I go before you into Ghdilee. 

FBTXB, 

O Master I though all men shall be offended 
Because of thee, yet will not 1 be ! 

OBDBISTUB. 

Simon, 
Behold how Satan hath desired to have you. 
That he may sift you as one sifteth wheat I 
Whither I go thou canst not follow me — 
Not now ; but thou shalt follow me hereafter. 



Wherefore can I not follow thee ? I am ready 
To go with thee to prison and to death. 

OHBISTUS. 

Verily say I unto thee, this night, 

Ere die cock orow, thou shalt deny me thrice I 



Though I should die, yet will I not deny thee. 

OHBISTUS. 

When first I sent you forth without a purse, 
Or scrip, or shoes, did ye lack anything? 



Not anything. 

CHBIBTUS. 

But he that hath a purse. 
Now let him take it, and likewise his scrip ; 
And he that hath no sword, let him go sell 
His clothes and buy one. That which hath been 

written 
Must be accomplished now : He hath poured out 
His soul even unto death ; he hath been numbered 
With the transgressors, and himself hath borne 
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The sin of many, and made intercession 

For the transgressors. And here have an end 

The things concerning me. 



Behold, O Lord, 
Behold, here are two swords I 

CHBISTUS. 

It is enough. 
IV. 

THE GARDEN OF GEfTHSEUANE. 
OHBISTUB. 

My spirit is exceeding sorrowful 
Even unto death I Tarry ye here and watch. 

He goes ajxirt. 



Under this ancient olive-tree, that spreads 
Its broad centennial branches like a tent, 
Let us Ue down and rest. 

JOHN. 

What are those torches. 
That glimmer on Brook Kedron there below us ? 

JAMBS. 

It is some marriage feast ; the joyful maidens 
Gro out to meet the bridegroom. 



I am weary. 
The struggles of this day have overcome me. 

They sleep. 
CBXsarruBf fatting on his face. 
Father ! all things are possible to thee, — 
Oh let this cup pass from me ! Neveriheleas 
Not as I will, but as thou wilt, be done I 
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Returning to the Disciples. 

What I oonld ye not watch with me for one hour? 
Oh watch and pray, that ye may enter not 
Into temptation. For the spirit indeed 
Is willing, but the flesh is weak I 

JOHN. 

AlasI 
It is for sorrow that onr eyes are heavy. — 
I see again the glimmer of those torches 
Among the olives ; they are coming hither. 

JAMES. 

Outside the garden wall the path divides ; 
Surely they oome not hither. 

They sleep again, 
CHBI8TUB, as before. 

Omy Fatherl 
If this cup may not pass away from me, 
Except I drink of it, thy will be done. 

Returning to the Disciples, 

Sleep on ; and take your rest I 

JOHN. 

Beloved Master, 
Alas I vee know not what to answer thee I 
It 18 for sorrow that our eyes are heavy. — 
Behold, the torches now encompass us. 



They do but go about the garden wall. 
Seeking for some one, or for something lost 

They sleep again. 
CHBiBTDSy a» before. 
If this cup may not pass away from me, 
Except I drink of it, thy will be done. 

Returning to the Disc^)les. 
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It is enough I Behold, the Son of Man 
Hath been betrayed into the hands of sinnersi 
The hoar is come. Rise upv let ns be going; 
For he that shall betraj me is at hand. 

joav. 
Ah me I See, from his forehead, in the torohlighli 
Great drops of blood are falling to the ground I 



What lights are these ? What torches glaie and 

glisten 
Upon the swords and armor of these men ? 
And there among them Jndas Isoariot ! 

He $miUi tkt $tr9ant o/tkt Higk^Frim wUk Aw MPsnC 

caaisTcs. 

Put up thy sword into its sheath ; for they 
That take the sword shall perish with the sword. 
The cup my Father hath given me to drink. 
Shall I not drink it? Think^st thoa that I oannol 
Pray to my Father, and that He shall giTe me 
More than twelve legions of angels presently? 

JUDAS to cmusTcs, ifcufifi^ km. 

MMter! haUl 



cnaisTcs. 
Friend, wherefore art thoa come? 
Whom seek ye? 

CAPr ADT <W TBB TmPtB. 

Jesos of Naaueth. 



I am he. 
Are ye come hither as against a thief. 
With swords and sUves to take me? When I 

daily 
Was with yon in the Temple, ye stretched forth 
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No hands to take me I But this is your hour. 

And this the power of darkness. If ye seek 

Me only, let these others go their way. 

The Discqdes deparL Chbibtus if hound and led away, 
A certain young manfdUoun Him^ having a linen doth cast 
about hit body. They lay hold qf Atm, and the young man 
JUeefrom ikem naked. 



V. 
THE PALACE OF CAIAPHAS. 



What do we ? Clearly something must we do^ 
For this man worketh many miracles. 

CAIAPHAS. 

I am informed that he is a mechanic ; 
A carpenter's son ; a Gbdilean peasant, 
Keeping disreputable company. 

PHABIBBBS. 

The people say that here in Bethany 
He hath raised up a certain Lazarus, 
Who had been dead three days. 

CAIAPHAS. 

Impossible I 
There is no resurrection of the dead ; 
This Lazarus should be taken, and put to death 
As an impostor. If this Galilean 
Would be content to stay in Gralilee, 
And preach in country towns, I should not heed 

him. 
But when he comes up to Jerusalem 
Riding in triumph, as I am informed, 
And drives the money-changers from the Temple, 
That is another matter. 
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If we thus 
Let him alone, all will believe on liim. 
And then the Bomans eome and take away 
Our place and nation. 

OAIAPHAB. 

Ye know nothing at alL 
Simon Ben Camith, my great predecessor. 
On whom be peace I would have dealt presently 
With such a demagogue. I shall no less. 
The man must die. Do ye consider not 
It is expedient that one man should die, 
Not the whole nation perish? What is death ? 
It diff ereth from sleep but in duration. 
We sleep and wake again ; an hour or two 
Later or earlier, and it matters not, 
And if we never wake it matters not ; 
When we are in our graves we are at peace, 
Nothing can wake us or disturb us more. 
There is no resurrection. 

FHABISEESy Ondtf. 

O most fiiithful 
Disciple of Hircanus Maccabeus, 
Will nothing but complete annihilation 
Comfort and satisfy thee ? 

OAIAFHAS. 

While ye are talking 
And plotting, and contriving how to take him. 
Fearing the people, and so doing naught, 
I, who fear not the people, have been acting ; 
Have taken this Prophet, this young Nazarene, 
Who by Beelzebub the Prince of devils 
Casteth out devils, and doth raise the dead. 
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That might as well be dead, and left in peace. 
Annas my &ther-in-law hath sent him hither. 
I hear the guard. Behold yonr Gralilean ! 

Chbibtub if brought in bound. 
SKBVAirry tn the vettOmle, 

Why art thou up so late, my pretty damsel? 

DAMSEL. 

Why art thon np so early, pretty man ? 

It is not cock-crow yet, and art thou stirring ? 

BEBVAlfT. 

What brings thee here ? 

DAMSEL. 

What brings the rest of you ? 

SERVANT. 

Come here and warm thy hands. 

DAMSEL to FETEB. 

Art thou not also 
One of this man's disciples ? 



I am not. 

DAMSEL. 

Now surely thou art also one of them ; 
Thou art a Galilean, and thy speech 
Bewrayeth thee. 



Woman, I know him not 1 

CAIAFHAS to CHBISTUSy m the HoU, 

Who art thou? Tell us plainly of thyself 
And of thy doctrines, and of thy disciples. 

CHRISTUS. 

Lo, I have spoken openly to the world, 
I have taught ever in the Synagog^, 
And in the Temple, where the Jews resort ; 
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In seeret hare laid nothing. Wlierefore iiien 
Askest thoa me of this ? Ask them that heaid me 
What I have laid to them. Behold they know 
What I hare laid t 

omcamy itrikmgkmL 

What» fellow I answereit thoa 
TheHigh-PriestBo? 

CHBIBTUB. 

If I hare spoken evil. 
Bear witness of the eyil ; bat if well. 
Why smitest thoa me? 



Where are the witnesses? 
Let them say what they know. 



We heard him say: 
I will destroy this Temple made with hands* 
And will within three days baild ap another 
Made withoat hands. 



He is overwhelmed with shame 
And cannot answer I 

CAIATHAS. 

Dost thoa answer nothing? 
YHiMt is this thing they witness heie against thee? 



He holds his peace. 

CAXAPRAS. 

Tell as, art thoa the Christ ? 
I do adjare thee by the living God» 
TeU as, art thoa indeed the Christ ? 

CBBISTCS. 

I am. 
Hereafter shaU ye see the Son of Man 
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Sit on the right hand of the power of God, 
And come in clouds of heaven I 

CAiAPHASy rending his dothe$. 

It is enough. 
He hath spoken blasphemy ! What further need 
Have we of witnesses ? Now ye have heard 
His blasphemy. What think ye ? Is he g^ty 7 

BCBIBKB and FHAIUSBES. 

Grnilty of death I 

KINSMAN OF MALCHUB tO FBTBB, Ul the VestQfuU. 

Surely I know thy face. 
Did I not see thee in the garden widi him ? 



How couldst thou see me ? I swear unto thee 
I do not know this man of whom ye speak ! 

The cock crows. 

Hark I the cook crows I That sorrowful, pale face 
Seeks for me in the crowd, and looks at me. 
As if He would remind me of those words : 
Ere the cock crow thou shalt deny me thrice I 
Goes out weeping. Christus is biindfolded and buffeted. 
AN OFFiCEB, Striking him with his paJm. 
Prophesy unto us, thou Christ, thou I^phet I 
Who is it smote thee ? 

OAIAFHAS. 

Lead him unto Pilate ! 



VL 

PONTIUS PILATE. 
PILATE. 

Wholly incomprehensible to me, 
Vainglorious, obstinate, and giren up 
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To unintelligible old traditions, 

And proud, and self -conceited are these Jews I 

Not long ago, I marched the legions down 

From Cssarea to their winter-quarters 

Here in Jt^xusalem, with the efiBgies 

Of CsBsar on their ensigns, and a tumidt 

Arose among these Jews, because their Law 

Forbids the making of all images I 

They threw themselves upon the ground with wild 

Expostulations, bared their necks, and cried 

That they would sooner die than have their Law 

Infringed in any manner ; as if Numa 

Were not as great as Moses, and the Laws 

Of the Twelve Tables as their Pentateuch I 

And then, again, when I desired to span 
Their valley with an aqueduct, and bring 
A rushing river in to wash the city 
And its inhabitants, — they all rebelled 
As if they had been herds of unwashed swine I 
Thousands and thousands of them got together 
And raised so great a clamor round my doors. 
That, fearing violent outbreak, I desisted. 
And left them to their wallowing in the mire. 

And now here comes the reverend Sanhedrim 
Of lawyers, priests, and Scribes and Pharisees, 
Like old and toothless masti£Es, that can bark, 
But cannot bite, howling their accusations 
Against a mild enthusiast, who hath preached 
I know not what new doctrine, being King 
Of some vague kingdom in the other world. 
That hath no more to do with Bome and Caesar 
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Than I Iiave with the patriarch Abraham I 

Finding this man to be a Galilean 

I sent him straight to Herod, and I hope 

That is the last of it ; but if it be not, 

I still have power to pardon and releasejiim, 

As is the custom at the Passover, 

And so accommodate the matter smoothly, 

Seeming to yield to them, yet saving him ; 

A prudent and sagacious policy 

For Soman Grovemors in the Ptovinces. 

Incomprehensible, &natic people ! 

Ye have a Grod, who seemeth like yourselves 

Incomprehensible, dwelling apart, 

Majestic, cloud-encompassed, clothed in darkness I 

One whom ye fear, but love not ; yet ye have 

No GK)ddesses to soften your stem lives. 

And make you tender unto human weakness. 

While we of Some have everywhere around us 

Our amiable divinities, that haunt 

The woodlands, and the waters, and frequent 

Our households, with their sweet and gracious 

presence I 
I will go in, and while these Jews are wrangling. 
Bead my Ovidius on the Art of Love. 

vn. 

BARABBA8 IK PBISON. 

BARABBAS, io hu fdUw^pfuonen. 
Barabbas is my name, 
Barabbas, the Son of Shame, 
Is the meaning I suppose ; 
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I *m no better Uum tlie best, 
And whether worse than the reet 
Of my f eUow-men^ who knows ? 



I was onoe, to say it in 

A highwayman, a robbeiMdiief, 

In the open light of day. 
So much I am free to oonf ess ; 
Bat all men, more or less, 

Are robbers in their way. 

From my cavern in the crags, 
From my lair of leayes and flags, 

I coold see, like ants, below, 
The camels with their load 
Of merchandise, on the road 

That leadeth to Jericho. 

And I stmck them nnaware, 
As an eagle from the air 

Drops down upon bird or beast ; 
And I had my heart's desire 
Of the merchants of Sidon and Tyre, 

And Damascos and the East 

But it is not for that I fear ; 
It is not for that I am here 

In these iron fetters boond ; 
Sedition I that is the word 
That Pontios IMlate heard. 

And he liketh not the soond. 

What, think ye, would he care 
For a Jew slain here or there. 
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Or a plundered caravan ? 
But Ctesar I — ah, that is a crime, 
To the nttermost end of time 

Shall not be forgiven to man. 

Therefore was Herod wroth 
With Matthias Maigaloth, 

And burned him for a show I 
Therefore his wrath did smite 
Judas the Graulonite, 

And his followers, as ye know. 

For that cause, and no more. 
Am I here, as I said before ; 

For one unlucky night, 
Jncundus, the captain of horse. 
Was upon us with all his force. 

And I was caught in the fight. 

I might have fled with the rest, 
But my dagger was in the breast 

Of aBoman equerry ; 
As we rolled there in the street, 
They bound me, hands and feet ; 

And this is the end of me. 

Who cares for death ? Not 1 1 
A thousand times I would die. 

Bather than suffer wrong I 
Already those women of mine 
Are mixing the myrrh and the wine ; 

I shall not be with you long. 
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vin. 

EOCB HOMO. 
FiLATB, cm ike teneUated pavement mfimU ofhupaHaee. 
Ye have brought unto me this man, as one 
Who doth pervert the people ; and behold I 
I have examined him, and found no &ult 
Touching the things whereof ye do aoouse him. 
No, nor yet Herod ; for I sent you to him, 
And nothing worthy of death he findeth in him. 
Ye have a custom at the Passover, 
That one condenmed to death shall be released. 
Whom will ye, then, that I release to you ? 
Jesus Barabbas, called the Son of Shame, 
Or Jesus, Son of Joseph, called the Christ? 

THE FEOFiA, tkoviting. 
Not this man, but Barabbas I 



What then will ye 
That I should do with him that is called Christ? 

THK HEOFLB. 

Crucify him! 

PILATE. 

Why, what evil hath he done ? 
Lo, I have found no cause of death in him ; 
I will chastise him, and then let him go. 

THE FBOFLEy mote vehonentiy. 
Crucify him I crucify him I 

▲ MESSEIf OEB, to FILATB. 

Thy wife sends 
This message to thee, — Have thou naught to do 
With that just man ; for I this day in dreams 
Have suffered many things because of him. 
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fhatb, ande. 
The Gh)d8 speak to us in our dreams I I tremble 
At what I have to do ! O Claudia, 
How shall I save him ? Yet one effort more, 
Or he must perish I 

Washe» hu hands before than, 
I am innocent 
Of the blood of this just person ; see ye to it I 

THE FEOFUL 

Let his blood be on us and on our children I 

VOICES, wUhin ike palaee. 
Put on thy royal robes ; put on thy crown. 
And take thy sceptre! Hail, tlu>u King of the 
Jews! 

riLATB. 

I bring him forth to you, that ye may know 
I find no fault in him. Behold the man I 
Chbistus ieUd in^ wUhthepurpU robe and crown ofthomt. 
omEF PIUE8T8 and officers. 

Crucify him I crucify him ! 

FILATB. 

Take ye him ; 
I find no &ult in him. 

CHIEF FRIESTS. 

We have a Law, 
And by our Law he ought to die ; because 
He made himself to be the Son of Grod. 

FILATE, aside. 

Ah I there are Sons of God, and demi-gods 
More than ye know, ye ignorant High-Priests I 

To Chbistus. 
Whence art thou? 



1 
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CHIEF PBIB8TS. 

Cracify Ilim ! omcify liim I 

FILATBy to CHBIBTUS. 

Dost thou not answer me ? Dost thou not know 
That I have power enough to crucify thee ? 
That I have also power to set thee free ? 

CHBIBTUB. 

Thou couldest have no power at all against me 
Except that it were given thee from above ; 
Therefore hath he that sent me unto thee 
The greater sin. 

CmEF PBHESTS. 

If thou let this man go, 
Thou art not Ctesar's friend. For whosoever 
Maketh himself a King, speaks against CsBsar. 

FILATE. 

Ye Jews, behold your King ! 

CHIEF PRIESTS. 

Away with him I 
Crucify him I 

FILATE. 

Shall I crucify your King? 

CHIEF FRIEST8. 

We have no Ejng but CsBsar! 

FILATE. 

Take him, then. 
Take him, ye cruel and bloodthirsty Priests, 
More merciless than the plebeian mob. 
Who pity and spare the fainting gladiator 
Blood-stained in Roman amphitheatres, — 
Take him, and crucify him if ye will ; 
But if the immortal Grods do ever mingle 
With the affairs of mortals, which I doubt not. 
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And hold the attribute of justice dear, 

They will oommissioii the Eumenides 

To scatter you to the four winds of heaven, 

FiTaoting tear for tear, and Uood for blood. 

Here, take ye this inscription, Priests, and nail it 

Upon the cross, above your victim's head : 

Jesus of Nazareth, King of the Jews. 

CHDEF PRDESTS. 

Nay, we entreat I write not, the King of the Jews ; 
But that he said : I am the King of the Jews ! 

riLATB. 

Enough. What I have written, I have written. 



ACELDAMA. 
JUDAS I8CABIOT. 

Lost I lost I forever lost I I have betrayed 
The innocent blood I O GKkL I if thou art love. 
Why didst thou leave me naked to the tempter? 
Why didst thou not commission thy swift lightning 
To strike me dead? or why did I not perish 
With those by Herod slain, the innocent children 
Who went with playthings in their little hands 
Into the darkness of the other world. 
As if to bed ? Or wherefore was I bom, 
If thou in thy foreknowledge didst perceive 
All that I am, and all that I must be? 
I know I am not generous, am not gentle. 
Like other men ; but I have tried to be. 
And I have &iled. I thought by following Him 
I should grow like Him ; but the unclean spirit 
That from my childhood up hath tortured me 
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Hath been too canning and too strong for me. 
Am I to blame for this ? Am I to blame 
Because I cannot love, and ne'er have known 
The love of woman or the love of children? 
It is a curse and a fatality, 
A mark, that hath been set upon my forehead. 
That none shall slay me, for it were a mercy 
That I were dead, or never had been bom. 

Too late I too late! I shall not see Him more 
Among the living. That sweet, patient face 
Will never more rebuke me, nor those lips 
Bepeat the words : One of you shall betray me I 
It stung me into madness. How I loved. 
Yet hated Him I But in the other world I 
I will be there before Him, and will wait 
Until He comes, and fall down on my knees 
And kiss his feet, imploring pardon, pardon I 

I heard Him say : All sins shall be forgiven. 
Except the sin against the Holy Ghost. 
That shall not be forgiven in this world. 
Nor in the world to come. Is that my sin? 
Have I offended so there is no hope 
Here nor hereafter? That I soon shall know. 
O Grod, have mercy I Christ have mercy on me I 
Throws himsdf headlong from the diffi 



THE THKEE GBOSSES. 
MANAHEM, THB BSSBNIAK. 

Three crosses in this noonday night uplifted, 
Three human figures, that in mortal pain 
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Gleam white against the rapepnatural darkness; 
Two thieves, that writhe in torture, and between 

them 
The Suffering Messiah, the Son of Joseph, 
Ay, the Messiah Triumphant, Son of David I 
A orown of thorns on that dishonored head I 
Those hands that healed the sick now pierced with 

nails. 
Those feet that wandered homeless through the 

world 
Now crossed and bleeding, and at rest forever I 
And the three faithful Maries, overwhelmed 
By this great sorrow, kneeling, praying, weeping I 
O Joseph Caiaphas, thou great High-Priest, 
How wilt thou answer for this deed of blood? 

BcaniBS and eldbbs. 
Thou that destroyest the Temple, and dost build it 
In three days, save thyself ; and if thou be 
The Son of Grod, come down now from the cross. 

CHIEF PBIBST8. 

Others he saved, himself he cannot save I 
Let Christ the King of Israel descend 
That we may see and believe I 

80BIBES and KLDBBS. 

In GKkL he trusted ; 
Let Him deliver him, if He wiU have him. 
And we will then believe. 

CHBISTUS. 

Father I forgive them ; 
They know not what they do. 

THB mpBuiTBirr thief. 

If thou be Christ, 
Oh save thyself and us I 
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Remember me. 
Lord, niien tfaoa oomert into thine own kingdom* 

CUUBIt'B. 

This d»7 shalt thoa be with me in Pfendiae. 

MAWAHMf. 

Golgotha! Golgothal Oh the pain and dark- 



f 

• 

Oh the uplifted oroee, that shall forever 

Shine through the da^neas, and shall eooqner 

pain 
By the triumphant menioiy of this hour ! 

SOfOM MAOCS. 

ONaiarene! I find thee here at bst! 
Thou art no more a phantom unto me ! 
This is the end of one who called himself 
The Son of God I Such is the fate of those 
Who preach new doctrines. T is not what he 

did. 
Bat what he said, hath brought him unto this. 
I win speak eril of no dignitaries. 
This is my hour of triumph, Naarene t 

TRB TOCXO RCLUL 

This is the end of him who said to me : 
Sell that thou hast, and give unto the poor I 
This is the treasure in hearen he promised me I 

CmiBTUB. 

Eloi^ Etait lama sahactkanil 

A 80LDIKK, pnparmg tki il fM O f . 

He calleth for Elias ! 

▲xomsa. 

Nay, let be ! 
See if Elias now will come to save him ! 
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CHBISTUS. 

I thirst 

A SOLDIER. 

Give him the wormwood I 
CHBISTUS, foUh a loud cry, bowing his head. 

It is finished I 

XI. 

THE TWO MABIE8. 
MABT MAGDALENE. 

We have arisen early, yet the son 
Overtakes us ere we reach the sepulchre. 
To wrap the body of our blessed Lord 
With our sweet spices. 

MABT, MOTHEB OF JAMES. 

Lio, this is the garden, 
And yonder is the sepulchre. But who 
Shall roll away the stone for us to enter ? 

MABT MAGDALENE. 

It hath been rolled away I The sepulchre 
Is open I Ah, who hath been here before us, 
When we rose early, wishing to be first ? 

MABT, MOTHER OF JAMBS. 

I am a£Eriglited I 

MABT MAGDALENE. 

Hush I I will stoop down 
And look within. There is a young man sitting 
On the right side, clothed in a long white gar- 
ment! 
It is an angel ! 

THE ANGEL. 

Fea^not ; ye are seeking 
Jesus of Nazareth, which was crucified. 



126 CHRISTUS: A MYSTERY 

Why do ye seek the living among the dead ? 

He is no longer here; he is arisen I 

Come see the plaoe where the Lord lay I Bemem- 

ber 
How He spake nnto you in Ghdilee, 

Saying : The Son of Man must be delivered 

Into the hands of sinful men ; by them 

Be crucified, and the third day rise again I 

But go your way, and say to his disciples, 

He goetii before you into Gralilee ; 

There shall ye see Him as He said to you. 

MABT, MOTHER OF JAMBS. 

I will go swiftly for them. 

MABT MAGDALENE, oiofM, toeepmg. 

They have taken 
My Lord away from me, and now I know not 
Where they have laid Him I Who is there to tell 

me? 
This is the gardener. Surely he must know. 

CHRISTUS. 

Woman, why weepest thou? Whom seekest 
thou? 

MART MAODALENS. 

They have taken my Lord away ; I cannot find 

Him. 
O Sir, if thou have borne him hence, I pray thee 
Tell me where thou hast laid Him. 

CHRISTUS. 

Mary I 

MART MAODAUDfE. 

Babboni! 
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xn. 

THE 8£A OF GALILEB. 
HATHAKABL» tri the $kqf. 

All 18 now ended. 

JOHN. 

Nay, He is aziaen, 
I ran unto the tomb, and stooping down 
Looked in, and saw the linen graye-cbthes lying, 
Yet dared not enter. 



I went in, and saw 
The napkin that had been about his head. 
Not lying with the other linen clothes, 
Bot wrapped together in a separate phuse. 

THOMAS. 

And I haye seen Him. I have seen the print 
Of nails npon his hands, and thrust my hands 
Into his side. I know He is arisen ; 
But where are now the kingdom and the glory 
He prcMuised unto us ? We have all dreamed 
That we were princes, and we wake to find 
We are but fishermen. 



Who should haye been 
Ushers of men! 

JOUBI. 

We haye come back again 
To the old life, the peaceful life, among 
The white towns of the Galilean lake. 



They seem to me like silent sepulchres 
In tlie gray light of morning I The old 



128 CHRISTUS: A MYSTBRY 

Yea, the old life I for we haTe toiled all iii|^ 
And have oanght nothing. 

JOHJI. 

Do ye seeaman 
Standing apon the beaoh and beckoning? 
T is like an apparition. He hath kindled 
A fire of coals, and seems to wait for ns. 
Heoalletk 

CHBiSTCS,yn»ilAtf dbrv. 

Children, haye ye any meat? 



Alas I We haye caught nothing. 

CBUSTCS. 

Cast the net 
On the right side of the ship, and ye shall find. 



How that reminds me of the days gone by. 
And one who said : Laonch out into the deepi 
And cast your nets ! 

MATHAKAXL. 

We haye but let them down 
And they are filled, so that we cannot draw 
them! 

JOHV. 

It is the Loid t 

rms, ghdmg kuJUkir*$ coat dbcf^ km. 

He said : When I am risen 
I will go before yon into Galilee I 

He CQtiM hm»elf mio tki lakt. 

JOHX. 

There is no fear in love ; for perfect loye 
Casteth out fear. Now then, if ye are men. 
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Pat forth your strength; we are not far from 

shore; 
The net is heavy, but breaks not All is safe. 

FETEB, on the shore. 

Dear Lord I I heard thy voice and oonld not wait. 

Let me behold thy face, and kiss thy feet I 

Thou art not dead, thou livest I Again I see thee. 

Pardon, dear Lord I I am a sinful man ; 

I have denied thee thrice. Have mercy on me I 

THE OTHSBS, ooming to land. 
Dear Lord I stay with us I cheer us I comfort us ! 
Lo I we again have found thee I Leave us not I 

CHUSTUS. 

Bring hither of the fish that ye have caught, 
And come and eat I 

JOHN. 

Behold ! He breaketh bread 
As He was wont. From his own blessed hands 
Again we take it. 

CHKISTUS. 

Simon, son of Jonas, 
Lovest thou me, more than these others ? 



Yea, 
More, Lord, than all men ; even more than these. 
Thou knowest that I love thee. 

CHRISTUS. 

Feed my lambs. 

THOiCAS, aside. 

How more than we do ? He remaineth ever 
Self-confident and boastful as before. 
Nothing will cure him. 
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Simon, mm of Jonaa, 
Loyert thoo ma ? 



Yea, demrast Lord, I lore thaa. 
Tboa knowaat that I Ioto thaa. 



Faadmy ahaap. 
raOMAS, ontfc 
Again, tha selfsama qnastion, and tha anawar 
Rapaatad with mora ▼ahamanca. Can tha Maatar 
Donbt if wa Ioto Him ? 

onuiTus. 

Simon, son of Jonaa, 
Lo^eat thoa ma ? 



Daar Lord I thoa knowaat all thinga. 
Tboa knowaat that I lova thaa. 

CHBUirfi. 

Feed myahaap. 
Whan thoa wast yoang thoa girdadat thyielf, and 

wmlkadst 
Whithar thoa woaldat ; bat whan thoashalt ba old, 
Thoa shalt stretch forth thy hands, and other man 
Shall gird and cany thee whither thoa woaldat 

not 
Follow thoa ma I 

JOHJIt o$id€. 

It is a prophecy 
Of what death he shaU die. 

rma, pohumg to johv. 

Tall ma, Lord, 
And what shall this man do ? 
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CHBI8TUS. 

And if I will 
He tarry till I oome, what is it to thee ? 
Follow thou me I 



Yea, I will follow thee, dear Lord and Master I 
Will follow thee through fasting and temptation, 
Through all thine agony and bloody sweat, 
Thy cross and passion, even unto death I 



EPILOGUE. 

STHBOLUM APOBTOLOBUM. 



I HEUEYE in God the Father Almighty ; 

JOHK. 

Maker of Heayen and Earth ; 

JAMBS. 

And in Jesus Christ his only Son, our Lord ; 

ANDREW. 

Who was conceived by the Holy Ghost, bom of 
the Virgin Mary ; 



Suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, dead 
and buried ; 

THOMAS. 

And the third day He rose again from the dead; 

BABTHOLOMEW. 

He ascended into Heaven, and sitteth on the right 
hand of God, the Father Almighty ; 

MATTHEW. 

From thence He shall come to judge the quick and 
the dead. 
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JAMU, THS SOH OW ALrBXTS. 

I believe in the Holy Ghoet; the holy Cttholio 
Church ; 

aofOH xxLom. 
The oommnnion of Saiiits ; the forgiTeneee of nni; 

JITI>B. 

The resurreotioii of the body ; 



And the Life Everlasting. 



FIRST INTERLUDE 

THE ABBOT JOACHIM 

A BOOM IN THE GONYENT OF FLORA IN CALABBIA 

NIGHT. 

The wind is rising; it seizes and shakes 
The doors and window-blinds, and makes 
Mysterious meanings in the halls ; 
The convent-chimneys seem almost 
The trumpets of some heavenly host. 
Setting its watch upon our wsJls I 
Where it listeth, there it bloweth ; 
We hear the sound, but no man knoweth 
Whence it cometh or whither it goetli, 
And thus it is with the Holy Ghost. 

breath of God ! O my ddight 
In many a vigil of the night. 

Like the great voice in Patmos heard 
By John, the Evangelist of the Word, 

1 hear thee behind me saying : Write 
In a book the things that thou hast seen, 
The things that are, and that have been. 
And the things that shall hereafter be I 

This convent, on the rocky crest 
Of the Calabrian hills, to me 
A Patmos is wherein I rest ; 
While round about me like a sea 



184 CHRISTUS: A MYSTERY 

The white mists roll, and overflow 
The world that lies unseen below 
In darkness and in mystery. 
Here in the Spirit, in the vast 
Embrace of God's enoirding arm, 
Am I uplifted from aU harm ; 
The world seems something far away, 
Something belonging to the Past, 
A hostelry, a peasant's farm. 
That lodged me for a night or day, 
In which I care not to remain, 
Nor having left, to see again. 

Thus, in the hollow of Grod's hand 

I dwelt on sacred Tabor's height, 

When as a simple acolyte 

I journeyed to the Holy Land, 

A pilgrim for my Master's sake. 

And saw the Gralilean Lake, 

And walked through many a village street 

That once had echoed to his feet. 

There first I heard the great command, 

The voice behind me saying : Write I 

And suddenly my soul became 

Illumined by a flash of flame, 

That left imprinted on my thought 

The image I in vain had sought. 

And which forever shall remain ; 

As sometimes from these windows high, 

Grazing at midnight on the sky 

Black with a storm of wind and rain, 

I have beheld a sudden glare 

Of lightning lay the landscape bare. 
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With tower and town and hill and plain 
Distinct, and burnt into my brain, 
Neyer to be effaced again I 

And I haye written. These Yolumes three. 

The Apocalypse, the Harmony 

Of the Sacred Scriptures, new and old. 

And the Psalter with Ten Strings, enfold 

Within their pages, all and each. 

The Eternal Gospel that I teach. 

Well I remember the Kingdom of Heaven 

Hath been likened to a little leaven 

Hidden in two measures of meal. 

Until it leavened the whole mass ; 

So likewise will it come to pass 

With the doctrine that I here conceaL 

Open and manifest to me 
The truth appears, and must be told ; 
All sacred mysteries are threefold ; 
Three Persons in the Trinity, 
Three ages of Humanity, 
And Holy Scriptures likewise three. 
Of Fear, of Wisdom, and of Love; 
For Wisdom that begins in Fear 
Endeth in Love ; the atmosphere 
Li which the soul delights to be. 
And finds that perfect liberty. 
Which Cometh only from above. 

In the first Age, the early prime 

And dawn of all historic time. 

The Father reigned ; and face to face 
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He spake with the primeval race. 
Bright Angels, on his errands sent, 
Sat with the patriarch in his tent ; 
His prophets thundered in the street ; 
His lightnings flashed, his hailnstonns beat; 
In earthquake and in flood and flame, 
In tempest and in doud He came ! 
The fear of Grod is in his Book ; 
The pages of the Pentateuch 
Are full of the terror of his name. 

Then reigned the Son ; his Covenant 

Was {>eaoe on earth, good-will to man ; 

With Him the reign of Law began. 

He was the Wisdom and the Word, 

And sent his Angels Ministrant, 

Unterrified and undeterred 

To rescue souls forlorn and lost. 

The troubled, tempted, tempest-tost. 

To heal, to comfort, and to teaoL 

The fiery tongues of Pentecost 

His symbols were, that they should preach 

In every form of human speech. 

From continent to continent. 

He is the Light Divine, whose rays 

Across the thousand years unspent 

Shine through the darkness of our days. 

And touch with their celestial fires 

Our churches and our convent spires. 

His Book is tlie New Testament 

These Ages now are of the Past; 
And the Third Age begins at last. 
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The ooming of the Holy Ghost, 
The reign of Giaoe, the reign of Love 
Brightens the monntain-tops above, 
And the dark outline of the coast. 
Ahready the whole land is white 
With convent walls, as if by night 
A snow had fallen on hill and height I 
Already from the streets and marts 
Of town and traffic, and low cares. 
Men climb the consecrated stairs 
With weary feet, and bleeding hearts ; 
And leave the world, and its delights. 
Its passions, struggles, and despairs, 
For contemplation and for prayers 
In doister-cells of coenobites. 

Eternal benedictions rest 
Upon thy name, Saint Benedict I 
Founder of convents in the West, 
Who built on Mount Cassino's crest 
In the Land of Labor, thine eagle's nest I 
May I be found not derelict 
In aught of faith or godly fear. 
If I have written, in many a page. 
The Gt>spel of the coming age. 
The Eternal Gospel men shall hear. 
Oh may I live resembling thee. 
And die at last as thou hast died ; 
So that hereafter men may see. 
Within the choir, a form of air. 
Standing with arms outstretched in prayer, 
As one that hath been crucified I 
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My work is finiiihed ; I am strong 
In faith and hope and charity ; 
For I have written the things I see, 
The things that have been and shall be. 
Conscious of right, nor fearing wrong ; 
Because I am in love with Love, 
And the sole thing I hate is Hate ; 
For Hate is death ; and Love is life, 
A peace, a splendor from above ; 
And Hate, a never-ending strife, 
A smoke, a blackness from the abyss 
Where unclean serpents coil and hiss I 
Love is the Holy Ghost within ; 
Hate the unpardonable sin ! 
Who preaches otherwise than this. 
Betrays his Master with a kiss I 



I 

PAET TWO ' 

\ 

THE GOLDEN LEGEND ] 

I 

PROLOGUE. ] 

THE BPIBE OF 6TBABBX7BO CATHEDRAL. ! 

Night and storm, Lucifeb, with the Potoen of the Air, trying 

to tear down the Cross, ' 

I 

LUCIFJCK. I 

Hasten! liaBtenI i 

O ye spirits I i 

From its station drag the ponderous I 

Cross of iron, that to mock us 
Is uplifted high in air ! 

VOICES. 

Oh, we cannot I 

For around it { 

All the Saints and Ghiardian Angels 

Throng in legions to protect it ; i 

They defeat us everywhere I 

THX BBLLB. 

Laudo Deum vemm I 

Plebem yooo I 

G>ngrego demm ! I 

LucmR. 
Lower! lower! 
Hover downward I 
Seize the loud, vodf eious bells, and 
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Clashing, clanging, to the pavement 
Hurl them from their windy tower t 

voices. 
All thy thunders 
Here are harmless t 
For these bells have been anointed. 
And baptised with holy water I 
They defy our utmost power. 



Defunotos ploro I 
Pestem fugo! 
Festa deeoro I 

LCCIFUU 

Shake the casements I 

Break the punted 

Panes, that flame with gold and crimson ; 

Scatter them like leaves of Autumn, 

Swept away before the blast ! 

VOICKS. 

Oh, we cannot I 

The Archangel 

Michael flames from every window. 

With the sword of fire that drove us 

Headlong, out of heaven, aghast I 

THK BXLLS. 

Funera plango ! 
Fulgura frango! 
Sabbata pango ! 

Lurirma. 
Aim your lightnings 
At the oaken. 

Massive, iron-studded portals ! 
Sack the house of God, and scatter 
Wide the ashes of the dead! 
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VOICES. 

Oh, we cannot I 

The Apostles 

And the Martyrs, wrapped in mantles, 

Stand as warders at the entrance, 

Stand as sentinels o'erhead I 

THE BELLS. 

Excito lentos ! 
Dissipo ventos I 
Paoo cruentos I 

LUCIFKR. 

Baffled! baffled I 

Inefficient, 

Craven spirits I leave this labor 

Unto Time, the great Destroyer! 

Come away, ere night is gone ! 

VOICES. 

Onward! onward! 
With the night-wind. 
Over field and farm and forest, 
Lonely homestead, darksome hamlet, 
Blighting all we breathe upon I 
Tkey aweep away. Organ and Gregorian CkanL 

OHOnL 

Nocte snrgentes 
y igilemus omnes I 
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THE CASTLE OF YAUTSBEBQ ON THE BHINE. 

A chamber in a tower. Prince Henby, sitting alonef tS 

and rtitkss. Midnight, 

FBINCB BZNBT. 

I cannot sleep ! my fervid brain 

Calls up the yanished Past again. 

And throws its misly splendors deep 

Into the pallid realms of sleep ! 

A breath from that far-distant shore 

Comes freshening ever more and more, 

And wafts o'er intervening seas 

Sweet odors from the Hesperides I 

A wind, that through the corridor 

Just stirs the curtain, and no more. 

And, touching the seolian strings. 

Faints with the burden that it brings I 

Come back I je friendships long departed I 

That like o'erflowing streamlets started. 

And now are dwindled, one by one. 

To stony channels in the sun I 

Come Wk I ye friends, whose lives are ended. 

Come back, with all that light attended, 

Which seemed to darken and decay 

When ye arose and went away ! 

They come, the shapes of joy and woe, 
The airy crowds of long ago. 
The dreams and fancies known of yore, 
That have been, and shall be no more. 
They change the cloisters of the night 
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Into a garden of delight ; 
They make the dark and dreary hours 
Open and blossom into flowers I 
I would not sleep ! I love to be 
Again in their &b company ; 
But ere my lips can bid them stay, 
They pass and vanish quite away I 
Alas ! our memories may retrace 
Each circumstance of time and place, 
Season and scene come back again. 
And outward things unchanged remain ; 
The rest we cannot reinstate ; 
Ourselves we cannot re-create. 
Nor set our souls to the same key 
Of the remembered harmony I 

, Best ! rest I Oh, give me rest and peace I 
The thought of life that ne'er shall cease 
Has something in it like despair, 
A weight I am too weak to bear I 
Sweeter to this afiBicted breast 
The thought of never-ending rest ! 
Sweeter the undisturbed and deep 
Tranquillity of endless sleep I 

A fink of lightning J out of toAicft Luciteb appeaTS, in the 

garb of a traveliing Physician. 

LUCIFER. 

All hail, Prince Henry ! 

FKDTCE HENBTy Starling, 

Who is it speaks ? 
Who and what are you ? 

LUdFKB. 

One who seeks 
A moment's audience with the Prince. 
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PBtXCB HBXmT. 

Wlien came yoa in ? 



A moment mioe. 
I f oond your stndy door nnlocked, 
And thonght yon answered when I ^"*^m%W^- 



I did not hear yon* 

LUCITER, 

You heard the thunder ; 
It was loud enough to waken the dead. 
And it is not a matter of special wonder 
That, when God is walking overhead. 
Yon should not hear my f eeUe tread. 



What may your wish or purpose he 7 



Nothing or eveiything, as it pleases 
Your Highness. You hehold in me 
Only a travelling Physician ; 
One of the few who have a mission 
To cure incurable diseases. 
Or those that are called so. 



Canyon bring 
The dead to life ? 



Yes ; very nearly. 
And, what is a wiser and better thing, 
Can keep the living from ever needing 
Such an unnatural, strange proceeding, 
By showing conclusively and clearly 
That death b a stupid blunder merely, 
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And not a necessity of our lives. 
My being here is accidental ; 
The storm, that against your casement drives. 
In the litde village below waylaid me. 
And there I heard, with a secret delight. 
Of your maladies physical and mental. 
Which neither astonished nor dismayed me. 
And I hastened hither, though late in the night. 
To proffer my aid I 

FRINGE HEiniT, mmcoUy. 

For this you came I 
Ah, how can I ever hope to requite 
This honor from one so erudite ? 

LUCIFER. 

The honor is mine, or will be when 
I have cured your disease. 

FRDTCE HENRT. 

But not till then. 

LUCIFER. 

What is your illness ? 

FROrCE HENRT. 

It has no name. 
A smouldering, dull, perpetual flame. 
As in a kiln, bums in my veins. 
Sending up vapors to the head ; 
My heart has become a duU lagoon. 
Which a kind of leprosy drinks and drains ; 
I am accounted as one who is dead, 
And, indeed, I think that I shall be soon. 

LUCIFER. 

And has Grordonius the Divine, 
In his famous Lily of Medicine, — 
I see the book lies open before you, — 
No remedy potent enough to restore you ? 
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None whaterer I 



The dead are dead, 
And their onMsles dnmb, when questioned 
Of the new diiwaaoa that human life 
Evolves in its progross, rank and rife. 
Consolt the dead npon things that were. 
Bat the living only on things that are. 
Have yon done this, by the appliance 
And aid of doctors? 



Ay, whole schools 
Of doctors, with their learned roles ; 
But the case is quite beyond their science. 
Even the doctors of Salem 
Send me back word they can discern 
No cure for a malady like this. 
Save one which in its nature is 
Impossible, and cannot be I 



That sounds oracular ! 

c 
Unendurable! 



What is tlmr remedy ? 

raiiccK BXiniT. 

Yon shall see; 
Writ in this scroll is the mystery. 

Lucxvra, reading. 
*' Not to be cured, yet not incurmUe I 
The only remedy that remains 
Is the blood that flows from a maiden^s veins. 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND 147 

Who of her o^m free will shall die, 
Anii give her life as the price of yours ! '* 

That is the strangest of all cures, 
And one, I think, you will never try ; 
The prescription you nuty well put by, 
As something impossible to find 
Before the world itself shall end I 
And yet who knows ? One cannot say 
That into some maiden's brain that kind 
Of madness will not find its way. 
Meanwhile permit me to recommend, 
As the matter admits of no delay. 
My wonderful Catholicon, 
Of yery subtile and magical powers ! 

PBDCCE HENBT. 

Purge with your nostrums and drugs infernal 
The spouts and gargoyles of these towers. 
Not me I My faith is utterly gone 
In every power but the Power Supernal ! 
Pray tdl me, H! what school are you? 

LUCI7BB. 

Both of the Old and of the Newl 
The school of Hermes Trismegistus, 
Who uttered his oracles sublime 
Before the Olympiads, in the dew 
Of the early dusk and dawn of Time, 
The reign of dateless old Hephastus I 
As northward, from its Nubian springs, 
The Nile, forever new and old. 
Among the living and the dead. 
Its mighty, mystic stream has rolled ; 
So, starting from its fountain-head 
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Under the lotos-leaves of 
From the dead demigods of eld^ 
Throngh long, unbroken lines of kings 
Its ooorse the saored art has held^ 
Unchecked, unchanged by man's devioes. 
This art the Arabian Geber taoght, 
And in alembics, finely wronght, 
Distilling herbs and flowers, discoTered 
The secret that so long had hoTered 
Upon the misty TCige of Troth, 
The Elixir of Perpetual Youth, 
Called Alcohol, in the Arab speech I 
Lake him, this wondrous lore I teacht 



WhatI an adept? 

Nor less, nor more t 



I am a reader of your books, 

A lover of that mystic lore I 

With such a piercing glance it looks 

Into great Nature's open eye, 

And sees within it trembling lie 

The portrait of the Deity! 

And yet, alas! with aU my pains, 

The secret and the mystery 

Ilave baffled and eluded me. 

Unseen the grand result remains I 

Behold it here I this little flask 
Contains the wonderful quintessence. 
The perfect flower and efflorescence, 

la iMBfti 
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Of all the knowledge man can ask I 
Hold it up thus against the light I 

FRIKCE HENBT. 

How limpid, pure, and crystalline, 
How quick, and tremulous, and bright 
The little wavelets dance and shine, 
As were it the Water of Life in soothi 

LUCIFKB. 

It is I It assuages every pain, 
Cures all disease, and gives again 
To age the swift delights of youth. 
Inhale its fragrance. 

VRDXCR HENRT. 

It is sweet. 
A thousand different odors meet 
And mingle in its rare perfume, 
Such as the winds of summer waft 
At open windows through a room ! 

LUCIFEB. 

Will you not taste it ? 

PSIKCB HENBT. 

Will one draught 
Suffice? 

LUCIFIER. 

If not, you can drink more. 

PRUNdfi HENBT. 

Into this crystal goblet pour 
So much as safely I may drink. 

LUdFBB, pouring. 
Let not the quantity alarm you ; 
You may drink all ; it will not haxm you. 

FRIKCE HEKBT. 

I am as one who on the brink 
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Of a dark river stands and sees 
The waters flow, the landscape dim 
Around him waver, wheel, and swim, 
And, ere he plunges, stops to think 
Into what whirlpools he may sink ; 
One moment pauses, and no more, 
Then madly plunges from the shore I 
Headlong into the mysteries 
Of life and death I boldly leap, 
Nor fear the fateful current's sweep. 
Nor what in ambush lurks below I 
For death is better than disease ! 

An Ahobl wUk an ctoUan harp ko9en in tkt 

Woe I woe I eternal woe I 

Not only the whispered prayer 

Of love, 

But the imprecations of hate. 

Reverberate 

For ever and ever through the air 

Above! 

This fearful curse 

Shakes the great universe I 

LcarvR, ditapptmimg. 
Drink! drink! 
And thy soul shall sink 
Down into the dark abyss. 
Into the infinite abyss. 
From which no plummet nor rope 
Ever drew up the sQver sand of hope I 

It is like a draught of fire I 
Through every vein 
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I feel agaon 

The fever of youth, the soft desire ; 

A rapture that is ahnost pain 

Throbs in my heart and fills my brain I 

joy ! O joy I I feel 
The band of steel 

That so long and heavily has pressed 

Upon my breast 

Uplifted, and the malediction 

Of my afiBiction 

Is taken from me, and my weaiy breast 

At length finds rest. 

THE ANGEL. 

It is but the rest of the fire, from which the air 

has been taken I 
It is but the rest of the sand, when the hour-glass 

is not shaken I 
It is but the rest of the tide between the ebb and 

the flow I 
It is but the rest of the wind between the flaws 

that blow I 
With fiendish laughter, 
Hereafter, 
This false physician 
Will mock thee in thy perdition. 

FRINCB HEiniT. 

Speak! speak I 

Who says that I am ill? 

1 am not ill I I am not weak I 

The trance, the swoon, the dream, is o'er t 

I feel the chill of death no more I 

At length, 

I stand renewed in all my strength I 

Beneath me I can feel 
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The great earth stagger and reel, 

Ab if the feet of a deeoending Qod 

Upon its surfaoe trod. 

And like a pebble it rolled beneath his heel t 

This, O brave physician I this 

Is thy great Palingenesis ! 

THK AiroKL. 

Touch the goblet no more t 

It will make thy heart sore 

To its very core I 

Its perfome is the breath 

Of the Angel of Death, 

And the light that within it lies 

Is the flash of his evil eyes. 

Beware ! Oh, beware I 

For sickness, sorrow, and care 

All are there! 

PBINCK HxmT, tinkmg back, 

thon voice within my breast I 
Why entreat me, why npbraid me. 
When the steadfast tongnes of truth 
And the flattering hopes of youth 
Have all deceived me and betrayed me? 
Give me, give me rest, oh rest ! 
Golden visions wave and hover, 
Grolden vapors, waters streaming. 
Landscapes moving, changing, gleaming t 

1 am like a happy lover 

Who illumines l^e with dreaming t 
Brave physician ! Rare physician ! 
Well hast thou fulfilled thy mission ! 
His kiod/aUi an kU booL 
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THB ANOELi receding. 

Alas! alasl 

Like a vapor the golden vision 

Shall fade and pass, 

And thou wilt find in thy heart again 

Only the blight of pain, 

And bitter, bitter, bitter contrition ! 



COUBT-YABD OF THE CASTLE. 

Hubert itanding by the gateway, 

HUBERT. 

How sad the grand old castle looks! 
O'erhead, the unmolested rooks 
Upon the turret's windy top 
Sit, talking of the farmer's crop ; 
Here in the court-yard springs the grass. 
So few are now the feet that pass ; 
The stately peacocks, bolder grown, 
G>me hopping down the steps of stone. 
As if the casde were their own ; 
And I, the poor old seneschal. 
Haunt, like a ghost, the banquet-halL 
Alas I the merry guests no more 
Crowd through the hospitable door ; 
No eyes with youth and passion shine. 
No cheeks glow redder than the wine ; 
No song, no laugh, no jovial din 
Of drinking wassail to the pin ; 
But all is silent, sad, and drear. 
And now the only sounds I hear 
Are the hoarse rooks upon the walls. 
And horses stamping in their stalls I 
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A horn ioywrfi. 

What ho I that merry, sodden blast 
Reminds me of the days long past I 
Andf as of old resounding, grate 
The heary hinges of the gate. 
And, dattering load, with iron dank, 
Down goes the soonding hridge of planki 
As if it were in haste to greet 
The pressors of a traveller's feet I 

Enter Waltbe the Mmnetmger. 



How now, my friend I This looks qoite lonely ! 

No banner flying from the walls, 

No pages and no seneschals, 

No wsxders, and one porter only t 

Is it yoo, Hobert 7 



Ah I Master Walter! 



Alas I how forms and faces alter I 

I did not know yoo. Yoo look older I 

Yoor hair has grown mnch grayer and thinner, 

And yoo stoop a little in the shoolder I 



Alack I I am a poor old sinner. 

And, like these towers, begin to moolder ; 

And yoo have been absent many a yearl 



How is the Prince? 



He is not here ; 
He has been ill : and now has fled. 
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WALTER. 

Speak it out frankly : say he 's dead I 
Is it not so? 

HUBERT. 

No ; if you please, 
A strange, mysterious disease 
Fell on him with a sndden blight 
Whole hoars together he would stand 
Upon the terrace, in a dream. 
Besting his head upon his hand. 
Best pleased when he was most alone, 
Like Saint John Nepomuck in stone. 
Looking do¥m into a stream. 
Li the Bound Tower, night after night. 
He sat and bleared his eyes with books ; 
Until one morning we found him there 
Stretched on the floor, as if in a swoon 
He had &Uen from his chair. 
We hardly recognized his sweet looks I 

WALTER. 

Poor Prince ! 

HUBERT. 

I think he might have mended ; 
And he did mend ; but very soon 
The priests came flocking in, like rooks. 
With all their crosiers and their crooks, 
And so at last the matter ended. 

WALTER. 

How did it end ? 

HUBERT. 

Why, in Saint Bochus 
They made him stand, and wait his doom ; 
And, as if he were condemned to the tomb, 
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B^an to mntter their hodis-iMMnis. 
first, tlie Maas for tlie Dead ihey^ dianted. 
Then three tiiiiea laid upon his head 
A shovelfQl of efamchyaid day. 
Saying to him, aa he stood imdaimted^ 
t^This 18 a sign that thoo art dead. 
So in thy heart be penitent ! " 
And forth from the chiqpei door he went 
Into disgraoe and banishment, 
Clothed in a doak of hodden gray. 
And bearing a wallet, and abeD, 
Whose sound dunild be a perpetnalknell 
To keep all tmTellets away. 

WALTKB. 

Oh, horrible fate I Ooteast, rejected. 
As one with pestilence infected! 



Then was the family tiMnb imseaM, 
And broken helmet, sword, and shield. 
Buried together, in oMnmon wreck, 
As is the costom, when the last 
Of any princely house has passed. 
And thrice, as with a trompet-blast, 
A herald shouted down the stair 
The words of warning and despair, — 
""OHoheneck! OHoheneck!'* 

WALTKB. 

Still in my soul that ciy goes on, — 
Foreyer gone ! forever gone ! 
Ah, ^diat a cruel sense of loss, 
Like a black shadow, would fidl across 
The hearts of all, if he should die I 
His gracious presence upon earth 
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Was as a fire upon a hearih ; 

As pleasant songs, at morning sung, 

The words that dropped from his sweet tongue 

Strengthened our hearts ; or, heard at night, 

Made all our slumbers soft and light. 

Where is he? 

HUBERT. 

In the Odenwald. 
Some of his tenants, unappalled 
By fear of death, or priestly word, — 
A holy family, that make 
Each meal a Supper of the Lord, — 
Have him beneath their watch and ward, 
For love of him, and Jesus' sake I. 
Pray you come in. For why should I 
With oulrdoor hospitality 
My prince's friend thus entertain ? 

WALTEB. 

I would a moment here remain. 
But you, good Hubert, go before, 
FiU me a goblet of May-drink, 
As aromatic as the May 
From which it steals the breath away. 
And which he loved so well of yore ; 
It is of him that I would think, 
You shall attend me, when I call. 
In the ancestral banquet-halL 
Unseen companions, guests of air. 
Ton cannot wait on, will be there ; 
They taste not food, they drink not wine, 
But their soft eyes look into mine. 
And their lips speak to me, and all 
The vast and shadowy banquet-hall 
Is full of looks and words divine I 
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Leaning over theparapeL 
The day is done ; and slowly from the scene 
The stooping sun np-gathers his spent shafts, 
And puts them back into his golden quiver I 
Below me in the valley, deep and green 
As goblets are, from which in thirsty draughts 
We drink its wine, the swift and mantling river 
Flows on triumphant through these lovely regions. 
Etched with the shadows of its sombre maigent, 
And soft, reflected douds of gold and argent I 
Tes, there it flows, forever, broad and still. 
As when the vanguard of the Roman legions 
First saw it from the top of yonder hill I 
How beautiful it is I Fresh fields of wheat, 
Vineyard, and town, and tower with fluttering 

The consecrated chapel on the crag, 
And the whito hamlet gathered round its base, 
Like Mary sitting at her Saviour's feet. 
And looking up at his beloved face I 
O friend I O best of friends ! Thy absence more 
Than the impending night darkens the landscape 
o'er! 

n. 

A FABM IN THE ODENWALD. 

A garden; morning ; "Bbuxcx Heney ieated, with a book. 
Elsde, at a distance, gathering JUnoen. 

PUNCE HENRY, reading. 

One morning, all alone, 

Out of his convent of gray stone. 

Into the forest older, darker, grayer. 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND 169 

lis lips moving as if in prayer, 

js head sunken upon his breast 
As in a dream of rest, 
Walked the Monk Felix. All about 
The broad, sweet sunshine lay without, 
Filling the summer ab ; 
And within the woodlands as he trod. 
The dusk was like the Truce of God 
With worldly woe and care ; 
Under him lay the golden moss ; 
And above him the boughs of hoaiy trees 
Waved, and made the sign of the cross, 
And whispered their Benedicites ; 
And from the ground 
Bose an odor sweet and fragrant 
Of the wild-flowers and the vagrant 
Vines that wandered. 
Seeking the sunshine, round and round. 

These he heeded not, but pondered 

On the volume in his hand. 

Wherein amazed he read : 
^ A thousand years in thy sight 

Are but as yesterday when it is past, 

And as a watch in the night I " 

And with his eyes downcast 

In humility he said : 
^ I believe, O Lord, 



LI1M8. IlMtwIUglitwMUkstlMThieeofGod 
LliM U. And whoff idm th* bong bs of hamloefeteMi 
JJam 21-8& A Tofanne of Sdnt AngoatiiM, 
Whsrain he read of tke unaMn 
Sptaidon of God's great town 
In the unknown lend, 
And, with hie eyee oei* down 
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What is written in thy Word, 
But alas I I do not understand I ** 

And lo I he heard 

The sudden singing of a bird, 

A snow-white bird, that from a doad 

Dropped down. 

And among the branches brown 

Sat singing. 

So sweet, and dear, and loud. 

It seemed a thousand harp«tring8 ringing. 

And the Monk Felix dosed his book. 

And long, long. 

With rapturous look. 

He listened to the song. 

And hardly breathed or stirred. 

Until he saw, as in a rision. 

The land Elysian, 

And in the heavenly dty beard 

Angelic feet 

Fall on the gdden flagging of the street 

And he would tain 

Have caught the wondrous bird. 

But stroTe in Tain ; 

For it flew away, away. 

Far over hill and dell. 

And instead of its sweet singing 

He heard the oonrent bdl 

Suddenly in the silence ringing 

For the senrioe of noonday. 

And he retraced 

His pathway homeward sadly and in haste. 

1. 
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In the convent there was a change I 
He looked for each well-known face, 
But the faces were new and strange ; 
New figures sat in the oaken stalls. 
New voices chanted in the choir ; 
Yet the place was the same place, 
The same dusky walls 
Of cold, gray stone. 
The same cloisters and belfiy and spire. 

A stranger and alone 

Among that brotherhood 

The Monk Felix stood. 
" Forty years," said a Friar, 
** Have I been Prior 

Of this convent in the wood. 

But for that space 

Never have I beheld thy &oe I " 

The heart of the Monk Felix fell: 
And he answered, with submissive tone, 
*^ This morning, after the hour of Prime, 
I left my cell, 
And wandered forth alone. 
Listening all the time 
To the melodious singing 
Of a beautiful white bird, 
UntU I heard 

The bells of the convent ringing 
Noon from their noisy towers. 
It was as if I dreamed ; 
For what to me had seemed 
Moments only, had been hours I " 
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^*' Yean I " said a voioe doee by. 

It was an aged monk who spoke, 

From a bench of oak 

Fastened against the wall ; — 

He was the oldest monk of alL 

For a whole oentniy 

Had he been there, 

Serving God in prayer, 

The meekest and humblest of his oroatures. 

He remembered well the features 

Of Feliz^ and he said. 

Speaking distinct and slow : 
^ One hundred years ago. 

When I was a norioe in this place. 

There was here a monk, full of 6od*s grace, 

Who bore the name 

Of Felix, and this man must be the same.** 

And straightway 

They brought forth to the light of day 

A volume old and brown, 

A huge tome, bound 

In brass and wild-boards hide, 

Wherein were written down 

The names of all who had died 

In the oonyent, since it was edified. 

And there they found. 

Just as the old monk said. 

That on a certain day and date. 

One hundred years before. 

Had gone fordi from the oouTent gate 

The Monk Felix, and never mora 

Had entered that sacred door. 
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He had been oonnted among the dead ! 

And they knew, at last, 

That, such had been the power 

Of that celestial and immortal song,' 

A hundred years had passed, 

And had not seemed so long 

As a single hour I 

£lszb comes m wUhJUnoen. 



Here are flowers for you. 
But they are not all for you. 
Some of them are for the Virgin 
And for Saint Cecilia. 

FRIKCE HENRY. 

As thou standest there, 
Thou seemest to me like the angel 
That brought the immortal roses 
To Saint Cecilia's bridal chamber. 



But these will fade. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Themselves will &de, 

But not their memory, 

And memory has the power 

To re-create them from the dust. 

They remind me, too. 

Of martyred Dorothea, 

Who from celestial gardens sent 

Flowers as her witnesses 

To him who scoffed and doubted. 

ELSIE. 

Do you know the story 

Of Christ and the Sultan's daughter? 

That is the prettiest legend of them alL 
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Then tell it to me. 

Bot fintcome 

Lay the flowen down becide me. 

And put both thy handB in mine. 

Now tell me the stoiy. 



Early in the morning 
The Sultan*8 dughter 
Walked in her father^s garden. 
Gathering the bright flowersi 
All full of dew. 



Jnst as thon hast been doing 
morning, dearest Elsie* 



And as she gathered them 

She wondered more and more 

Who was the Master of the Flowers, 

And made them grow 

Out of the oold, dark earth. 
^ In my heart,** she said, 
^ I love him ; and for him 

Would leave my father's palaoe, 

To labor in his garden.*' 
raiKCK fuufST. 

Dear, innocent child I 

How sweetly thou recallest 

The long-forgotten legend. 

That in my early childhood 

My mother told me I 

Upon my brain 

It reappears once more. 
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As a birth-mark on the forehead 

When a hand suddenly 

Is hiid upon it, and removed I 



And at midnight, 
As she hty npon her bed. 
She heard a voice 
Call to her from the garden. 
And, looking forth from her window, 
She saw a beautiful youih 
Standing among the flowers. 
It was the Lord Jesus ; 
And she went down to Him, 
And opened the door for Him ; 
And He said to her, ^* O maiden I 
Thou hast thought of me with love. 
And for thy sake 
Out of my Father's kingdom 
Have I come hither : 
I am the Master of the Flowers. 
My garden is in Paradise, 
And if thou wilt go with me, 
Thy bridal garhind 
Shall be of bright red flowers." 
And then He took from his finger 
A golden ring, 

And asked the Sultan's daughter 
If she would be his bride. 
And when she answered Him with love, 
His wounds began to bleed. 
And she said to him, 
** O Love I how red thy heart is, 
And thy hands are full of roses." 
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^ For thy Bake,*' answered He, 
^ For thy sake is my heart so red^ 
For thee I bring these roses ; 
I gathered them at the cross 
Whereon I died for thee I 
Come, for my Father calls. 
Thou art my elected bride ! '' 
And the Sultan's daughter 
Followed Him to his Father's garden* 

PBOf CB HKHBT. 

Wooldst thou have done so, Elsie? 



Yes, Tery gladly. 



Then the Celestial Bridq;room 

Will come for thee also. 

Upon thy forehead He will place, 

Not his crown of thorns. 

Bat a crown of roses. 

In thy bridal chamber. 

Like Saint Cecilia, 

Thon shalt hear sweet music. 

And breathe the fragrance 

Of flowers immortal I 

Go now and place these flowers 

Before her picture. 

A BOOM nr THS rARM-BOniB. 
TwiiigkL Ukbula fpmmng, Gottukb asUfp m ki$ 

URIirLA. 

Darker and darker I Hardly a glimmer 
()f light comes in at the window-pane ; 
Or b it my eyes are growing dimmer ? 
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I cannot disentangle this skein, 
Nor wind it rightly upon the reeL 
Elsiel 

OomjEBy starting. 

The stopping of thy wheel 
Has awakened me out of a pleasant dream. 
I thought I was sitting beside a stream, 
And heard the grinding of a mill, 
When suddenly the wheels stood still, 
And a voice cried ^^ Elsie " in my ear I 
It startled me, it seemed so near. 

URSULA. 

I was calling her : I want a light. 

I cannot see to spin my flax. 

Bring the lamp, Elsie. Dost thou bear ? 

ELSIE, wUhm, 

In a moment I 

GOTTLIEB. 

Where are Bertha and Max ? 

UBSULA. 

They are sitting with Elsie at the door. 
She is telling them stories of the wood. 
And the Wolf, and little Red Bidingbood. 

GOTTLIEB. 

And where is the Prince ? 

URSULA. 

In his room overhead ; 
I heard him walking across the floor. 
As be always does, with a heavy tread. 

Elsie comes m with a lamp. Max and Bkbtba foUaio her ; 
and they aU sing the Evening Song on the lighting of the 
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BVUfUlO BOHO. 

O gladsome light 
Of the Father Immortal, 
And of the celestial 
Saored and blessed 
Jesus, oar Saviour I 

Now to the simset 
Again hast thoa brought ns ; 
And, seeing the eyening 
Twilight, we bless thee. 
Praise thee, adore thee I 

Father omnipotent I 
Son, the Life-giver I 
Spirit, the Comforter I 
Worthy at all times 
Of worship and wonder t 
raniOB HxintT, at lAe dear. 



Amen ! 



UBSULA. 

Who was it said Amen ? 



It was the Prinoe : he stood at the door. 
And listened a moment, as we chanted 
The evening song. He is gone again* 
I have often seen him there before. 

CBSCLA. 

Poor Prince ! 

OOTTUXB. 

I thought the hoose was haonted t 
Poor Prince, alas I and yet as mild 
And patient as the gentlest child I 



—i 
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I We Um because lie is so good, 
And makes me suoh fine bows and arrows, 
To shoot at the robins and the sparrows, 
And the red squirrels in the wood I 



1 love him, too I 

QOTTLIEB. 

Ah, yes ! we all 
Love him, from the bottom of our hearts ; 
He gave us the farm, the house, and the grange. 
He gave us the horses and the carts. 
And the great oxen in the stall. 
The vineyard, and the forest range I 
We have nothing to give him but our love I 



Did he give us the beautiful stork above 

On the chimney-top, with its large, round nest ? 

GOmiEB. 

No, not the stork; by Grod in heaven. 
As a blessing, the dear white stork was given. 
But the Prince has given us aU the rest. 
God bless him, and make him well again. 



Would I could do something for his sake, 
Something to cure his sorrow and pain ! 

GOTTLIKB. 

That no one can ; neither thou nor I, 
Nor any one else. 



And must he die? 

VBSTTUL 

Yes ; if the dear God does not take 
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Pity upon himf in his distresti 
And work a miracle ! 

oomiKB. 
Or unleM 
Some maiden, of her own wocorA^ 
Offers her life for that of her lord. 
And is willing to die in his stead. 



Iwilll 

UBSUUL 

Prithee, thon foolish child, be still I 

Thoa shooldst not say what thou dost not mean I 

I mean it truly ! 



O father I this morning, 
Down by the mill, in the ravine, 
Hans killed a wolf, the very same 
That in the night to the sheepf old came, 
And ate up my lamb, that was left outside. 

OOTTUKB. 

I am glad he is dead. It will be a warning 
To the wolves in the forest, far and 



And I am going to have his hide I 



I wonder if this is the wolf that ate 
Little Red Ridinghood ! 

uasrLA. 
Oh, no I 
That wolf was killed a long while ago» 
Come, childreni it is growing late. 
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Ah, how I wish I were a man, 

As stout as Hans is, and as strongi 

I wonld do nothing else, the whole day long, 

But just kill wolves. 

GOTTUEB, 

Then go to bed, 
And grow as fast as a little boy can. 
Bertha is half asleep already. 
See how she nods her heavy head, 
And her sleepy feet are so unsteady 
She will hardly be able to creep up stairs. 

UBS17LA. 

Good night, my children. Here 's the light. 
And do not forget to say your prayers 
Before you sleep. 

GOTTUSB. 

Goodnight! 

MAX OfU/ BEBTHA. 

Good night I 
Hkey go out wUh Elsie. 
• UBSULA, spinning. 

She is a strange and wayward child, 

That Elsie of ours. She looks so old, 

And thoughts and fancies weird and wild 

Seem of late to have taken hold 

Of her heart, that was once so docile and mild I 

GOTTUEB. 

She is like aU girk. 

UKSULA. 

Ah no, forsooth I 
Unlike aU I have ever seen. 
For she has visions and strange dreams. 



172 CHRISTUS: A MYSTERY 

And in all her words and ways, she seems 

Much older than she is in truth. 

Who would think her but fifteen? 

And there has been of late such a change I 

My heart is heavy with fear and doubt 

That she may not live till the year is out. 

She is so strange, *— so strange, '— so strange I 

GOTTUKB. 

I am not troubled with any such fear ; 
She will live and thrive for many a year. 

biaie's chamber. 
Night. Elsie praying, 

EISIE. 

My Bedeemer and my Lord, 
I beseech thee, I entreat thee, 
Ghude me in each act and word. 
That hereafter I may meet thee. 
Watching, waiting, hoping, yearning, 
With my lamp well trimmed and burning I 

Interceding 

With these bleeding 

Wounds upon thy hands and side. 

For all who have lived and erred 

Thou hast suffered, thou hast died. 

Scourged, and mocked, and crucified. 

And in the grave hast thou been buried I 

If my feeble prayer can reach thee, 
O my Saviour, I beseech thee. 
Even as thou hast died for me. 
More sincerely 

Um 8. Who would think h» bat f umte e u T 
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Let me follow where thou leadest, 

Let me, bleeding as thou bleedest, 

Die, if dying I may give 

Life to one who asks to live, 

And more nearly, 

Dying thus, resemble thee I 

THE CHAMBER OF QOTTLIBB A2n> UBSULA. 
Midnight. Elbde standing hg their bedside, weeping. 

OOTTZJBB. 

The wind is roaring ; the rushing rain 

Is loud upon roof and window-pane. 

As if the Wild Huntsman of Bodenstein, 

Boding evil to me and mine. 

Were abioad to-night with his ghostly train I 

In the brief lulls of the tempest wild. 

The dogs howl in the yard ; and hark I 

Some one is sobbing in the dark. 

Here in the chamber ! 

ELsns. 

It is L 

UBSULA. 

Elsie I what ails thee, my poor child ? 



I am disturbed and much distressed. 
In thinking our dear Prince must die ; 
I cannot close mine eyes, nor rest. 

GOTTLIEB. 

What wonldst thou? In the Power Divine 
His healing lies, not in our own ; 
It is in the hand of God alone. 



Nay, He has put it into mine. 
And into my heart I 
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OOTTUEB. 

Thy words are wild I 

VBSUIiA. 

What dost thou mean? my child I my child I 



That for our dear Prince Henry's sake 
I will myself the offering make, 
And give my life to purchase his. 

URSULA. 

Am I still dreaming, or awake ? 
Thou speakest carelessly of death, 
And yet thou knowest not what it is. 



'T is the cessation of our breath. 

Silent and motionless we lie ; 

And no one knoweth more than this. 

I saw our little Gertrude die ; 

She left off breathing, and no more 

I smoothed the pillow beneath her head. 

She was more beautiful than before. 

Like violets faded were her eyes ; 

By this we knew that she was dead. 

Through the open window looked the skies 

Into the chamber where she lay. 

And the wind was like the sound of wings, 

As if angels came to bear her away. 

Ah I when I saw and felt these things, 

I found it difficult to stay ; 

I longed to die, as she had died. 

And go forth with her, side by side. 

The Saints are dead, the Martyrs dead. 

And Mary, and our Lord ; and I 

Would follow in humility 

The way by them illumined I 
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TTBBUUk* 

My child ! my child I thou must not die I 



Why should I live ? Do I not know 
The life of woman is full of woe? 
Toiling on and on and on. 
With breaking heart, and tearful eyes. 
And silent lips, and in the soul 
The secret longings that arise. 
Which this world never satisfies I 
Some more, some less, but of the whole 
Not one quite happy, no, not one I 

UBSUIA. 

It is the malediction of Eye I 



In place of it, let me reoeiye 
The benediction of Mary, then. 

GOTTLIEB. 

Ah, woe is me I Ah, woe is me I 
Most wretched am I among men I 

UBSUIA* 

Alas I that I should live to see 
Thy death, beloyed, and to stand 
AboYe thy grave I Ah, woe the day I 



Thou wilt not see it. I shall lie 

Beneath the flowers of another land. 

For at Salerno, far away 

Over the mountains, over the sea. 

It is appointed me to die I 

And it will seem no more to thee 

Than if at the village on market-day 

I should a little longer stay 

Than I am wont. 






\ 

■^ 
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Eyen as thoa nyest I 
And liow my heart beats, when tfaon ttayest I 
I cannot rest until my nght 
Is satisfied with seeing thee. 
What, then, if thou wert dead? 

oonusB. 

Ahmet 
Of our old eyes thou art the light! 
The joy of our old hearts art thou I 
And wilt thou die 7 

URSULA. 

Not now! not now I 



Christ died for me, and shaU not I 
Be willing for my Prince to die ? 
You both are silent; yon cannot speak. 
This said I at oar SaTiour^s feast 
After confession, to the priest, 
And even he made no reply. 
Does he not warn ns all to seek 
The happier, better land on high. 
Where flowers immortal never wither ; 
And could he forbid me to go thither? 

oomisB. 
In Grod*s own time, my hearths delight ! 
When He shall call thee, not before ! 



I heaid Ilim ealL When Christ ascended 

Triumphantly, from star to star. 

He left the gates of heaven ajar. 

I had a vision in the night. 

And saw Him standing at the door 



\ 
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Of his Father's mansion, vast and splendid, 
And beckoning to me from afar. 
1 cannot stay! 

GOTTLIEB. 

She speaks almost 
As if it were the Holy Ghost 
Spake through her lips, and in her stead ! 
What if this were of God? 

URSULA. 

Ah, then 
Grainsay it dare we not. 

OOTTLIEB. 

Amen! 
Ebde I the words that thou hast said 
Are strange and new for us to hear. 
And fill our hearts with doubt and fear. 
Whether it be a dark temptation 
Of the Evil One, or God's inspiration. 
We in our blindness cannot say. 
We must think upon it, and pray ; 
For evil and good it both resembles. 
If it be of God, his will be done ! 
May He guard us from the Evil One I 
How hot thy hand is ! how it trembles I 
Gro to thy bed, and try to sleep. 

UBSULA. 

Kiss me. Good night ; and do not weep t 

Elsie goes out. 
Ah, what an awful thing is this I 
I ahnost shuddered at her kiss. 
As if a ghost had touched my cheek, 
I am so childish and so weak I 
As soon as I see the earliest gray 
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Of morning glimmer in the east, 

I will go over to the priest, 

And hear what the good man has to say I 

A YILLAOB CHUBCH. 

A woman knedmg at ike canfestionaL 

THB PABISH F1UB8T, from wUkUL 

Go, sin no more I Thy penance o'er, 

A new and better life begin I 

God maketh thee forever free 

From the dominion of thy sin I 

Go, sin no more I He will restore 

The peace that filled thy heart before. 

And pardon thine iniquity I 

The fooman goes out. The Prieit comes forthf and walks dowUf 

up and down the chmurch. 

blessed Lord ! how much I need 
Thy light to goide me on my way I 
So many hands, that, without heed. 

Still touch thy wounds, and make them bleed! 
So many feet, that, day by day. 
Still wander from thy fold astray I 
Unless thou fill me with thy Ught, 

1 cannot lead thy flock aright ; 
Nor, without thy support, can bear 
The burden of so great a care. 
But am myself a castaway I 

A pause. 
The day is drawing to its close ; 
And what good deeds, since first it rose. 
Have I presented. Lord, to thee, 
As offerings of my ministry ? 
What wrong repressed, what right maintained. 



\ 
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Wliat straggle passed, what viotory gained, 
What good attempted and attained ? 
Feeble, at best, is my endeavor I 
I see, bnt cannot reach, the height 
That lies forever in the light, 
And yet forever and forever, 
When seeming just within my grasp, 
I feel my feeble hands unclasp. 
And sink discouraged into night I 
For thine own purpose, thou hast sent 
The strife and the discouragement I 

A pause. 

Why stayest thou. Prince of Hoheneck? 

Why keep me pacing to and fro 

Amid these aisles of sacred gloom. 

Counting my footsteps as I go. 

And marking with each step a tomb? 

Why should the world for thee make room. 

And wait thy leisure and thy beck ? 

Thou comest in the hope to hear 

Some word of comfort and of cheer. 

What can I say? I cannot give 

The counsel to do this and live ; 

But rather, firmly to deny 

The tempter, though his power be strong, 

And, inaccessible to wrong, 

Still like a martyr live and die I 

A pause. 
The evening ur grows dusk and brown ; 
I must go forth into the town, 
To visit beds of pain and death. 
Of restless limbs, and quivering breath, 

line M. The tonqitar, tbcnigh his poww !■ ftrong, 
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And sorrowing hearts, and patient eyes 
That see, through tears, the sun go down. 
But never more shall see it rise. 
The poor in body and estate. 
The sick and the disconsolate. 
Must not on man's convenience wait. 

Goes out. 

Enter Lucifer, as a Priest 

LUdFBB, wUh a genuflexion^ mocking. 

This is the Black Pater-noster. 

Crod was my foster. 

He fostered me 

Under the book of the Palm-tree ! 

St. Michael was my dame. 

He was bom at Bethlehem, 

He was made of flesh and blood. 

God send me my right food. 

My right food, and shelter too. 

That I may to yon kirk go. 

To read upon yon sweet book 

Which the mighty God of heaven shook. 

Open, open, hell's gates ! 

Shut, shut, heaven's gates I 

All the devils in the air 

The stronger be, that hear the Black Prayer I 

Looking round the church. 

What a darksome and dismal place I 

I wonder that any man has the face 

To caU such a hole the House of the Lord, 

And the Gate of Heaven, — yet such is the word. 

Ceiling, and walls, and windows old. 

Covered with cobwebs, blackened with mould ; 

Dust on the pulpit, dust on the stairs. 
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Dust on the benches, and stalls, and chairs I 

The pulpit, from which such ponderous sermons 

Have fallen down on the brains of the Grennans, 

With about as much real edification 

As if a great Bible, bound in lead. 

Had fallen, and struck them on the head ; 

And I ought to remember that sensation ! 

Here stands the holy-water stoup I 

Holy-water it may be to many, 

But to me, the yeriest Liquor 6ehenn» I 

It smells like a filthy fast^ay soup I 

Near it stands the box for the poor ; 

With its iron padlock, safe and sure. 

I and the priest of the parish know 

Whither all these charities go ; 

Therefore, to keep up the institution, 

I will add my little contribution I 

He puts in money. 

Underneath this mouldering tomb. 

With statue of stone, and scutcheon of brass, 

Slumbers a great lord of the village. 

All his life was riot and pillage. 

But at length, to escape the threatened doom 

Of the everlasting, penal fire. 

He died in the dress of a mendicant friar, 

And bartered his wealth for a daily mass. 

But all that afterwards came to pass. 

And whether he finds it dull or pleasant, 

Is kept a secret for the present. 

At his own particular desire. 

And here, in a comer of the wall. 
Shadowy, silent, apart from all. 
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With its awful portal open vide, 

And its latticed windows on either side, 

And its step well worn by the bended knees 

Of one or two pious centuries. 

Stands the village confessional I 

Within it, as an honored guest, 

I will sit me down awhile and rest I 

Seats himself in the con/essianal. 
Here sits the priest ; and faint and low, 
Like the sighing of an evening breeze, 
Comes through these painted lattices 
The ceaseless sound of human woe ; 
Here, while her bosom aches and throbs 
With deep and agonizing sobs. 
That half are passion, half contrition, 
The luckless daughter of perdition 
Slowly confesses her secret shame I 
The time, the place, the lover's name ! 
Here the grim murderer, with a groan. 
From his bruised conscience rolls the stone. 
Thinking that thus he can atone 
For ravages of sword and flame I 

Indeed, I marvel, and marvel greatly. 
How a priest can sit here so sedately, 
Reading, the whole year out and in. 
Naught but the catalogue of sin, 
And still keep any faith whatever 
In human virtue I Never I never I 

I cannot repeat a thousandth part 

Of the horrors and crimes and sins and woes 

That arise, when with palpitating throes 
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The grayeyard in the human heart 

Griyes up its dead, at the voice of the priest, 

As if he were an archangel, at least. 

It makes a peculiar atmosphere, 

This odor of earthly passions and crimes. 

Such as I like to breathe, at times. 

And such as often brings me here 

In the hottest and most pestilential season. 

To-day, I come for another reason ; 

To foster and ripen an evil thought 

In a heart that is almost to madness wrought, 

And to make a murderer out of a prince, 

A sleight of hand I learned long since I 

He comes. In the twilight he will not see 

The difference between his priest and me I 

la the same net was the mother caught ! 

FBorcE HEiTBT, entering and kneeUng at the con/esdanal. 

Bemorseful, penitent, and lowly, 

I come to crave, O Father holy, 

Thy benediction on my head. 

LUCIFER. 

The benediction shall be said 

After confession, not before I 

'T is a God-speed to the parting guest. 

Who stands already at the door. 

Sandalled with holiness, and dressed 

In garments pure from earthly stain. 

Meanwhile, hast thou searched well thy breast ? 

Does the same madness fill thy brain? 

Or have thy passion and unrest 

Vanished forever from thy mind ? 

FRIMCB HSNBT. 

By the same madness still made blind. 
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By the same passion still possessed, 
I come again to the house of prayer, 
A man afflicted and distressed I 
As in a cloudy atmosphere, 
Through unseen sluices of the air, 
A sudden and impetuous wind 
Strikes the great forest white with fear. 
And eyery branch, and bough, and spray 
Points all its quivering leaves one way. 
And meadows of grass, and fields of grain. 
And the clouds above, and the slanting rain, 
And smoke from chimneys of the town. 
Yield themselves to it, and bow down. 
So does this dreadful purpose press 
Onward, with irresistible stress, 
And all my thoughts and faculties. 
Struck level by the strength of this, 
From their true inclination turn. 
And all stream forward to Salem I 

LUGIFEB. 

Alas I we are but eddies of dust. 
Uplifted by the blast, and whirled 
Along the highway of the world 
A moment only, then to fall 
Back to a common level all. 
At the subsiding of the gust I 

PRINCE mENRT. 

O holy Father I pardon in me 
The oscillation of a mind 
Unsteadf ast, and that cannot find 
Its centre of rest and harmony ! 
For evermore before mine eyes 
This ghastly phantom flits and flies. 
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And as a madmaTi through a crowd, 
With frantic gestures and wild cries, 
It hurries onward, and aloud 
Bepeats its awful prophecies I 
Weakness is wretchedness ! To be strong 
Is to be happy ! I am weak, 
And cannot find the good I seek. 
Because I feel and fear the wrong I 

LUCIFER. 

Be not alarmed I The Church is kind, 

And in her mercy and her meekness 

She meets half-way her children's weakness. 

Writes their transgressions in the dust I 

Though in the Decalogue we find 

The mandate written, '' Thou shalt not kill I " 

Yet there are cases when we must. 

In war, for instance, or from scathe 

To guard and keep the one true Faith I 

We must look at the Decalogue in the light 

Of an ancient statute, that was meant 

For a mild and general application, 

To be understood with the reservation. 

That, in certain instances, the Bight 

Must yield to the Expedient ! 

Thou art a Prince. If thou shouldst die, 

What hearts and hopes would prostrate lie I 

What noble deeds, what fair renown, 

Into the grave with thee go down I 

What acts of valor and courtesy 

Bemain undone, and die with thee I 

Thou art the last of all thy race I 

With thee a noble name expires, 

And vanishes from the earth's face 
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The glorious memory of thy aires I 
She is a peasant. Li her veins 
Flows common and plebeian blood ; 
It is such as daily and hourly stains 
The dust and the turf of battle plains, 
By vassals shed, in a crimson flood. 
Without reserve, and without reward. 
At the slightest summons of their lord I 
But thine is precious ; the fore-appointed 
Blood of kings, of God's anointed ! 
Moreover, what has the world in store 
For one like her, but tears and toil? 
Daughter of sorrow, serf of the soil, 
A peasant's child and a peasant's wife. 
And her soul within her sick and sore 
With the roughness and barrenness of life I 
I marvel not at the heart's recoil 
From a fate like this, in one so tender. 
Nor at its eagerness to surrender 
All the wretchedness, want, and woe 
That await it in this world below. 
For the unutterable splendor 
Of the world of rest beyond the skies. 
So the Church sanctions the sacrifice : 
Therefore inhale this healing balm, 
And breathe this fresh life into thine ; 
Accept the comfort and the calm 
She offers, as a gift divine ; 
Let her fall down and anoint thy feet 
With the ointment costly and most sweet 
Of her young blood, and thou shalt live. 

FBIKCB HENBT. 

And will the righteous Heaven forgive? 
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No action, whether f onl or fair, 

1a ever done, bnt it leaves somewhere 

A record, written by fingers ghostly, 

As a blessing or a curse, and mostly 

In the greater weakness or greater strength 

Of the acts which follow it, till at length 

The wrongs of ages are redressed, 

And the justice of God made manifest I 

LUCIFEB. 

In ancient records it is stated 

That, whenever an evil deed is done. 

Another devil is created 

To scourge and torment the offending one I 

But evil is only good perverted. 

And Lucifer, the bearer of Light, 

But an angel fallen and deserted. 

Thrust from his Father's house with a curse 

Into the black and endless night 

PRINCE HENRT. 

If justice rules the universe. 
From the good actions of good men 
Angels of light should be begotten, 
And thus the balance restored again. 

LUCIFER. 

Yes ; if the world were not so rotten, 
And so given over to the Devil I 

PRINCE HENRT. 

But this deed, is it good or evil? 

Have I thine absolution free 

To do it, and without restriction ? 

LUCIFER. 

Ay ; and from whatsoever sin 
Lieth around it and within. 
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From all orimes in which it may involve thee, 
I now release thee and absolve thee I 

PBIKCB HENBT. 

Give me thy holy benediction. 

LUCIFBB, stretching forth Ms hand and muUmng. 

Maledictione peipetoa 

Maledicat vos 

Pater etemus I 
THE AKOEL, toUh the cdoUon harp. 
Take heed I take heed I 
Noble art thou in thy birth. 
By the good and the great of earth 
Hast thoa been tanght! 
Be noble in every thought 
And in every deed I 
Let not the illusion of thy senses 
Betray thee to deadly offences. 
Be strong I be good ! be pure I 
The right only shall endure, 
All things else are but false pretences. 
I entreat thee, I implore. 
Listen no more 

To the suggestions of an evil spirit, 
That even now is there. 
Making the foul seem fair. 
And selfishness itself a virtue and a merit I 

A BOOM IS THE FARM-HOUSE. 
GOTTXJEB. 

It is decided I For many days. 
And nights as many, we have had 
A nameless terror in our breast. 
Making us timid, and afraid 
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Of God, and his mysterious ways I 

We have been sorrowful and sad ; 

Much have we suffered, much have prayed 

That He would lead us as is best. 

And show us what his will required. 

It is decided ; and we give 

Our child, O Prince, that you may live I 

UBSUUL. 

It is of Grod. He has inspired 
This purpose in her ; and through pain, 
Out of a world of sin and woe, 
He takes her to Himself again. 
The mother's heart resists no longer ; 
With the Angel of the Lord in vain 
It wrestled, for he was the stronger. 

OOTTLIEB. 

As Abraham offered long ago 
His son unto the Lord, and even 
The Everlasting Father in heaven 
Gave his, as a lamb unto the slaughter, 
So do I offer up my daughter I 
Ursula hides her face, 

ELSIE. 

My life is little. 
Only a cup of water. 
But pure and limpid. 
Take it, O my Prince I 
Let it refresh you, 
Let it restore you. 
It is given willingly. 
It is given freely ; 
May God bless the gifti 

PRINCE HEHRT. 

And the giver I 
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GOTTLIEB. 

Amen I 

FRINGE HENBT. 

I accept it I 

QOTTLIEB. 

Where are the children ? 

URSULA. 

They are already asleep. 

GOTTLIEB. 

What if they were dead? 



IS THE OABDEN. 
EU5IE. 

I have one thing to ask of you. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

What is it? 
It is already granted. 

ELSIE. 

Promise me, 
When we are gone from here, and on onr way 
Are journeying to Salerno, you will not, 
By word or deed, endeavor to dissuade me 
And turn me from my purpose ; but remember 
That as a pilgrim to the Holy City 
Walks unmolested, and with thoughts of pardon 
Occupied wholly, so would I approach 
The gates of Heaven, in this great jubilee, 
With my petition, putting off from me 
All thoughts of earth, as shoes from off my feet 
Promise me this. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Thy words fall from thy lips 
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Like roses from the lips of Angelo : and angels 
Might stoop to pick them up ! 



Will you not promise ? 

PRINCE HEKRT. 

If ever we depart npon this journey, 
So long to one or both of us, I promise. 

SLSIE. 

Shall we not go, then ? Have you lifted me 
Into the air, only to hurl me back 
Wounded upon the ground ? and offered me 
The waters of eternal life, to bid me 
Drink die polluted puddles of this world ? 

PRINCE HENRT. 

O Elsie I what a lesson thou dost teach me I 

The life which is, and that which is to come, 

Suspended hang in such nice equipoise 

A breath disturbs the balance ; and that scale 

In which we throw our hearts preponderates. 

And the other, like an empty one, flies up. 

And is accounted vanity and air I 

To me the thought of death is terrible. 

Having such hold on life. To thee it is not 

So much even as the lifting of a latch ; 

Only a step into the open air 

Out of a tent already luminous 

With light that shines through its transparent 

walls I 
O pure in heart I from thy sweet dust shall grow 
Lilies, upon whose petals will be written 
^^ Ave Maria " in characters of gold ! 
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ni. 

A STREET IN ST&ABBUBO. 
Night. Prince Henbt wandering aUmt^ wrapped m a cUmL 

FBDTCB HBNRT. 

Still is the night. The sound of feet 
Has died away from the empty street, 
And like an artisan, bending down 
His head on his anvil, the dark town 
Sleeps, with a slumber deep and sweet. 
Sleepless and restless, I alone, 
In the dusk and damp of these walls of stone, 
Wander and weep in my remorse I 

CBDER OF THB DEAD, ringing a hell. 

Wake I wake I 

All ye that sleep I 

Pray for the Dead I 

Pray for the Dead I 

FRINGE HKHBT. 

Hark I with what accents loud and hoarse 

This warder on the walls of death 

Sends forth the challenge of his breath I 

I see the dead that sleep in the grave I 

They rise up and their garments wave. 

Dimly and spectral, as they rise, 

With the light of another world in their eyes I 

CRIER OF THE DEAD. 

Wake I wake I 
All ye that sleep I 
Pray for the Dead I 
Pray for the Dead I 

PRI27CB HENBT. 

Why for the dead, who are at rest? 
Pray for the living, in whose breast 
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The straggle between right and wrong 

Is raging terrible and strong, 

As when good angels war with devils I 

This is the Master of the Bevek, 

Who, at Life's flowing feast, proposes 

The health of absent friends, and pledges, 

Not in bright goblets crowned with roses. 

And tinkling as we touch their edges. 

But with his dismal, tinkling bell, 

That mocks and mimics their funeral knell I 

CBIEIt OF THE DEAD. 

Wake I wake! 
All ye that sleep I 
Pray for the Dead I 
Pray for the Dead I 

FBINCE HENBT. 

Wake not, beloved I be thy sleep 
Silent as night is, and as deep I 
There walks a sentinel at thy gate 
Whose heart is heavy and desolate. 
And the heavings of whose bosom number 
The respirations of thy slumber. 
As if some strange, mysterious fate 
T3jbA linked two hearts in one, and mine 
Went madly wheeling about thine, 
Only with wider and wilder sweep I 

CBiEB OF THE DEAD, at o dutonee* 

Wake I wake I 

All ye that sleep I 

Pray for the Dead ! 

Pray for the Dead I 

FRLNCE HENBT. 

Lol with what depth of blackness thrown 
Against the clouds, &r up the skies 
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The walls of the cathedral rise, 

Like a mysterions grove of stone, 

With fitful lights and shadows blending, 

As from behind, the moon, ascending. 

Lights its dim aisles and paths unknown I 

The wind is rising ; but the boughs 

Rise not and fall not with the wind, 

That through their foliage sobs and soughs ; 

Only the cloudy rack behind. 

Drifting onward, wild and ragged, 

Gives to each spire and buttress jagged 

A seeming motion undefined. 

Below on the square, an armed knight, 

Still as a statue and as white, 

Sits on his steed, and the moonbeams quiver 

Upon the points of his armor bright 

As on the ripples of a river. 

He lifts the visor from his cheek, 

And beckons, and makes as he would speak. 

WALTER the Minnesinger, 

Friend I can you tell me where alight 
Thuringia's horsemen for the night ? 
For I have lingered in the rear, 
And wander vainly up and down. 

FKD7CB HENKT. 

I am a stranger in the town. 
As thou art ; but the voice I hear 
Is not a stranger to mine ear. 
Thou art Walter of the Yogelweid I 

WALTER. 

Thou hast guessed rightly ; and thy name 
Is Henry of Hoheneck I 
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Ay, the same. 



Come doaer, doaer to my side ! 
What brings thee hither? What potent charm 
Has drawn thee from thy German farm 
Into the old Alsatian city ? 

PRINCB HKHBT. 

A tale of wonder and of pity I 

A wretched man, almost by stealth 

Dragging my body to Salem, 

In the vain hope and search for health, 

And destined never to return. 

Already thou hast heard the rest. 

But what brings thee, thus armed and dight 

In the equipments of a knight ? 

WALTER. 

Dost thou not see upon my breast 
The cross of the Crusaders shine ? 
My pathway leads to Palestine. 

PRINCE HEKRT. 

Ah, would that way were also mine I 
O noble poet I thou whose heart 
Is like a nest of singing-birds 
Booked on the topmost bough of life, 
Wilt thou, too, from our sky depart, 
And in the chmgor of the strife 
Mingle the music of thy words 7 



My hopes are high, my heart is proud. 
And like a trumpet Icmg and loud, 
Thither my thoughts all clang and ring I 
My life is in my hand, and lo I 
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I grasp and bend it as a bow, 
And Bboot forth from its trembling string 
An arrow, that shall be, perchance. 
Like the arrow of the Israelite king 
Shot from the window toward the east, 
That of the Lord's deliverance I 

FBINCB HEKRT. 

My life, alas I is what thou seest ! 

enviable fate I to be 

Strong, beautiful, and armed like thee 

With lyre and sword, with song and steel ; 

A hand to smite, a heart to feel I 

Thy heart, thy hand, thy lyre, thy sword. 

Thou g^vest all unto thy Lord ; 

While I, so mean and abject grown. 

Am thinking of myself alone. 

WALTER. 

Be patient : Time will reinstate 
Thy health and fortunes. 

FRIKCS HENBT. 

'T is too late! 

1 cannot strive against my fate ! 

WALTER. 

Come with me ; for my steed is weary ; 
Our journey has been long and dreary. 
And, dreaming of his stall, he dints 
With his impatient hoofs the flints. 

PBINCE HENBT, Oside. 

I am ashamed, in my disgrace. 
To look into that noble face I 
To-morrow, Walter, let it be. 

WALTER. 

To-morrow, at the dawn of day, 
I shall again be on my way. 
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Come with me to the hostehry, 
For I have many things to say. 
Our journey into Italy 
Perchance together we may make; 
Wilt thou not do it for my sake? 

FRINCE HENBT. 

A sick man's pace would but impede 
Thine eager and impatient speed. 
Besides, my pathway leads me round 
To Hirsohau, in the forest's bound. 
Where I assemble man and steed, 
And all things for my journey's need. 

They go wl. 
ixcxFKSiy flying wer iht city. 

Sleep, sleep, O city I till the light 
Wake you to sin and crime again, 
Whilst on your dreams, like dismal rain, 
I scatter downward through the night 
My maledictions dark and deep. 
I have more martyrs in your walls 
Than God has ; and they cannot sleep ; 
They are my bondsmen and my thralls ; 
Their wretdbied lives are full of pain. 
Wild agonies of nerve and brain ; 
And every heart-beat, every breath. 
Is a convulsion worse than death I 
Sleep, sleep, O city I though within 
The circuit of your walls there be 
No habitation free from sin. 
And all its nameless misery ; 
The ft^^iTig heart, the aching head, 

line 2B. The dienlt of jour walls than Um 
IiMS7. And alltU miMiluM nianlmi 



198 CHRISTUS: A MYSTERY 

Grief for the Uving and the dead, 
And f onl corruption of the time, 
Disease, distress, and want, and woe. 
And crimes, and passions that may grow 
Until they ripen into crime I 

SQUABS IK FRONT OF THE CATHEDRAL. 

Easter Sunday, Fbiar Cuthbert preaching to the crowd 
from a pulpU in the open air. Prince Henrt and Elsu 
crosting the square. 

FRINGE HENRT. 

This is the day, when from the dead 
Our Lord arose ; and everywhere, 
Out of their darkness and despair, 
Triumphant over fears and foes, 
The hearts of his disciples rose, 
When to the women, standing near. 
The Angel in shining vesture said, 

" The Lord in risen ; he is not here I " 
And, mindful that the day is come. 
On all the hearths in Christendom 
The fires are quenched, to be again 
Rekindled from the sun, that high 
Is dancing in the cloudless sky. 
The churches are all decked with flowers. 
The salutations among men 
Are but the Angel's words divine, 

^' Christ is arisen I " and the bells 
Catch the glad murmur, as it swells. 
And chant together in their towers. 
All hearts are glad ; and free from care 
The faces of the people shine. 
See what a crowd is in the square, 
Grayly and gallantly arrayed I 
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Let US go back ; I am afraid I 

FRZKCE HKKRT. 

Nay, let ns mount the ohurch-steps here, 

Under the doorway's sacred shadow ; 

We can see all things, and be freer 

From the crowd that madly heaves and presses! 



What a gay pageant I what bright dresses I 
It looks like a flower-besprinkled meadow. 
What is that yonder on the square ? 

nUNCB HENBT. 

A pulpit in the open air, 

And a Friar, who is preaching to the crowd 

In a Yoice so deep and clear and loud. 

That, if we listen, and give heed. 

His lowest words will reach the ear. 

FSiAB CUTHBERT, gesficukOmg and craetmg a poMiofC$ wkq>. 

What ho I good people ! do you not hear ? 

Dashing along at the top of his speed. 

Booted and spurred, on his jaded steed, 

A courier comes with words of cheer. 

Courier I what is the news, I pray ? 

" Christ is arisen I '* Whence come you ? •* From 

court'* 
Then I do not believe it ; you say it in sport 

Cracks his whip again. 

Ah, here comes another, riding this way ; 

We soon shall know what he has to say. 

Courier I what are the tidings to-day? 

** Christ is arisen I " Whence come you ? " From 

town." 
Then I do not belieye it ; away with you, down. 
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Cracki his whip more violently. 
And here comes a third, who is spurring amain ; 
What news do you bring, with your loose-hanging 

rein, 
Your spurs wet with blood, and your bridle with 

foam? 
^^ Christ is arisen ! " Whence come you? ^^ From 

!Rome." 
Ah, now I belieye. He is risen, indeed. 
Bide on with the news, at the top of your speed ! 

Great applause among the crowd. 

To come back to my text ! When the news was 

first spread 
That Christ was arisen indeed from the dead. 
Very great was the joy of the angels in heaven ; 
And as great the dispute as to who should carry 
The tidings thereof to the Virgin Mary, 
Pierced to the heart with sorrows seven. 
Old Father Adam was first to propose, 
As being the author of aU our woes; 
But he was refused, for fear, said they, 
He would stop to eat apples on the way I 
Abel came next, but petitioned in vain. 
Because he might meet with his brother Cain I 
Noah, too, was refused, lest his weakness for wine 
Should delay him at every tavern-sign ; 
And John the Baptist could not get a vote. 
On account of his old-fashioned camel' s-hair coat ; 
And the Penitent Thief, who died on the cross. 
Was reminded that all his bones were broken I 
Till at last, when each in turn had spoken. 
The company being still at loss. 
The Angel, who rolled away the stone. 
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Was sent to the sepulchie, all alone, 
And filled with glory that gloomy prison. 
And said to the Virgin, ^^ The Lord is arisen I " 

The Cathedral heUs ring. 

But hark I the bells are beginning to chime ; 

And I feel that I am growing hoarse. 

I will pat an end to my discourse, 

And leave the rest for some other time. 

For the bells themselves are the best of preachers ; 

Their brazen lips are learned teachers. 

From their pulpits of stone, in tiie upper air. 

Sounding aloft, without crack or flaw. 

Shriller than trumpets under the Law, 

Now a sermon and now a prayer. 

The clangorous hammer is the tongue. 

This way, that way, beaten and swung, 

That from mouth of brass, as from Month of 

Gold, 
May be taught the Testaments, New and 01d« 
And above it the great cross-beam of wood 
Bepresenteth the Holy Bood, 
Upon which, like the bell, our hopes are hung. 
And the wheel wherewith it is swayed and rung 
Is the mind of man, that round and round 
Sways, and maketh the tongue to sound I 
And the rope, with its twisted cordage three, 
Denoteth the Scriptural Trinity 
Of Morals, and Symbols, and History; 
And the upward and downward motion show 
That we touch upon matters high and low ; 
And the constant change and transmutation 
Of action and of contemplation. 
Downward, the Scripture brought from on high. 
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Upward, exalted again to the sky ; 
Downward, the literal interpretation, 
Upward, the Vision and Mystery I 

And now, my hearers, to make an end^ 

I have only one word more to say ; 

In the ohurch, in honor of Easter day 

Will be represented a Miracle Play ; 

And I hope you will all have the grace to attend. 

Christ bring us at last to his felicity ! 

Pax Yobiscum I et Benedioite! 



IN THB CATHEDRAL. 
CHA19T. 

Kyrie Eleison ! 
Christe Eleison I 

ELSIE. 

I am at home here in my Father's house I 
These paintings of the Saints upon the walls 
Have all familiar and benignant faces. 

PRINCE HENBT. 

The portraits of the family of Godl 

Thine own hereafter shall be placed among them. 

ELSIE. 

How very grand it is and wonderful I 
Never have I beheld a church so splendid I 
Such columns, and such arches, and such windows. 
So many tombs and statues in the chapels, 
And under them so many confessionals. 
They must be for the rich. I should not like 
To tell my sins in suoh a church as this. 
Who built it? 
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PRINCE HBKBT. 

A g^reat master of his craft, 
Erwin von Steinbach ; but not he alone, 
For many generations labored with him. 
Children that came to see these Saints in stone, 
As day by day out of the blocks they rose, 
Grrew old and died, and still the work went on, 
And on, and on, and is not yet completed. 
The generation that succeeds our own 
Perhaps may finish it. The architect 
Built his great heart into these sculptured stones. 
And with him toiled his children, and their lives 
Were builded, with his own, into the walls, 
As offerings unto God. You see that statue 
Fixing its joyous, but deep-wrinkled eyes 
Upon the Pillar of the Angels yonder. 
That is the image of the master, carved 
By the &ir hand of his own child, Sabina. 



How beautiful is the column that he looks at I 

PRINCE HBNRT. 

That, too, she sculptured. At the base of it 
Stand the Evangelists ; above their heads 
Four Angek blowing upon marble trumpets. 
And over them the blessed Christ, surrounded 
By his attendant ministers, upholding 
The instruments of his passion. 



O my Lord ! 
Would I could leave behind me upon earth 
Some monument to thy glory, such as this I 



greater 
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In thine own life, all purity and love I 
See, too, the Bose, above the western portal 
Besplendent with a thousand gorgeous colors, 
The perfect flower of Gothic loveliness I 

EUBIE. 

And, in the gallery, the long line of statues, 
Christ with his twelve Apostles watching us I 
A Bishop m armor^ hooted and spurred^ pastes wUh his traku 

PRINCE HENRY. 

But come away ; we have not time to look. 
The crowd already fills the church, and yonder 
Upon a stage, a herald with a trumpet, 
Clad like the Angel Grabriel, proclaims 
The Mystery that will now be represented. 

THE NATIVrrY. 

A MIBACLE-PLAY. 

iNTRorrus. 

PRiECO. 

Come, good people, all and each, 
Come and listen to our speech I 
In your presence here I stand, 
With a trumpet in my hand. 
To announce the Easter Play, 
Which we represent today I 
First of all we shall rehearse, 
In our action and our verse, 
The Nativity of our Lord, 
As written in the old record 
Of the Protevangelion, 
So that he who reads may run I 
Blaufs his trumpet. 
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!• HBAVXET* 

MERCT, at the fut of God. 
Have pity, Lord I be not afraid 
To save mankind, whom thoa hast made, 
Nor let the souk that were betrayed 
Perish eternally I 

JUSTICE. 

It cannot be, it must not be ! 
When in the garden placed by thee, 
The fruit of the forbidden tree 
He ate, and he must die I 



Have pity. Lord I let penitence 
Atone for disobedience. 
Nor let the fruit of man's offence 
Be endless misery I 

JUSTICE. 

What penitence proportionate 
Can e'er be felt for sin so great? 
Of the forbidden fruit he ate. 
And damned must he be ! 

GOD. 

He shall be saved, if that within 
The bounds of earth one free from sin 
Be found, who for his kith and kin 
Will suffer martyrdom. 

THE FOUR VIBTUES. 

Lord I we have searched the world around. 
From centre to the utmost bound. 
But no such mortal can be found ; 
Despairing, back we come. 
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WISDOM. 

No mortal, but a Qod made man, 
Can ever carry out this plan. 
Achieving what none other can, 
Salvation onto all ! 

QOD. 

Gro, then, O my beloved Son ! 

It can by thee alone be done ; 

By thee the victory ahall be won 

O'er Satan and the Fall ! 

Here the AKOKLGABantL gkall Uave Paradm amdfy fowonb 
tke earth; the jaw$ of Hell cpm hdm^ tmd the DemU wtdk 
abatd^ making a great notw. 



n. MABT AT THX WKLL. 



Along the garden walk, and thence 
Through the wicket in the garden {enoe» 

I steal with quiet pace. 
My pitcher at the well to fill. 
That lies so deep and cool and still 

In this sequestered place. 

These sycamores keep guard around; 
I see no &ce, I hear no sound. 

Save bubblings of the apring, 
And my companions, who, within. 
The threads of gold and scarlet spin. 

And at their labor sing. 

THK AXOBL OABBnOi. 

Ilail, Virgin Mary, full of grace! 
Here Mast hekeih ammd her, tremUmg^wtd them eakh 
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MARY. 

Who is it speaketh in this place. 
With such a gentle voice? 

OABRDSL. 

The Lord of heaven is with thee now I 
Blessed among all women thou, 
Who art his holy choice I 

MART, iettmg dawn the pUAer. 

What can this mean? No one is near, 
And yet, such sacred words I hear. 

I almost fear to stay. 

Bert the Angel, appearing to her^ 9haU My : 

OARRIEL. 

Fear not, O Mary I but belieye I 
For thou, a Virgin, shalt conceiye 
A child this very day. 

Fear not, O Mary I from the sky 
The majesty of the Most High 
Shall overshadow thee I 

MARY. 

Behold the handmaid of the Lord I 
According to thy holy word, 
So be it unto me ! 
Here the Devils shall again make a great noise, under the stage, 

m. THE ANQSLS OF THB SEVBK PLAinETS, 

BBAROrO THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 

THE ANOELS. 

The Angels of the Planets Seven, 
Across the shining fields of heaven 

The natal star we bring I 
Dropping our sevenfold virtues down 



208 CHRISTUS: A MYSTERY 

As priceless jewels in the crown 
Of Christ, our new-bom King. 

RAPHAEL. 

I am the Angel of the Sun, 
Whose flaming wheels began to ran 

When God's ahnighty breath 
Said to the darkness and the Night, 
Let there be light I and there was light I 

I bring the gift of Faith. 

ONAFIEL. 

I am the Angel of the Moon, 
Darkened to be rekindled soon 

Beneath the azure cope ! 
Nearest to earth, it is my ray 
That best illumes the midnight way ; 

I bring the gift of Hope I 

AKAEL. 

The Angel of the Star of Love, 
The Evening Star, that shines above 

The place where lovers be. 
Above all happy hearths and homes, 
On roofs of thatch, or golden domes, 

I give him Charity I 

ZOBIACHEL. 

The Planet Jupiter is mine I 

The mightiest star of all that shine. 

Except the sun alone I 
He is the High Priest of the Dove, 
And sends, from his great throne above. 

Justice, that shall atone ! 

MXCHAZL. 

The Planet Merciiry, whose place 
Is nearest to the sun in space, 
Is my allotted sphere I 
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And with celestial ardor S¥rift 
I bear upon my hands the gift 
Of heavenly Prudence here I 

URIEL. 

I am the Minister of Mars, 

The strongest star among the stars I 

My songs of power prelude 
The march and battle of man's life, 
And for the suffering and the strife, 

I give him Fortitude I 

OBIFXL. 

The Angel of the uttermost 

Of all the shining, heavenly host. 

From the faivoff expanse 
Of the Satumian, endless space 
I bring the last, the crowning grace, 

The gift of Temperance ! 

A Hidden Ugkt shmes Jrom the windows of the gtabU m the 

vUlage below, 

ly. THE WISB MEN OF THE EAST. 

The etabU of the Inn. The YisoiN and Child. Three 
Gypty KmgSf Gaspab, MELcmoR, and Belbhazzab, shall 
eomein, 

OASPAB. 

Hail to thee, Jesus of Nazareth I 
Though in a manger thou draw breath. 
Thou art greater than Life and Death, 

Greater than Joy or Woe ! 
This cross upon the line of life 
Portendeth struggle, toil, and strife, 
And through a region with peril rife 

In darkness shalt thou go I 



210 CHRISTUS: A MYSTERY 

MEIiCBIOR. 

Hail to thee, King of Jerosalem ! 
Though humbly bom in Bethlehem, 
A sceptre and a diadem 

Await thy brow and hand I 
The soeptre is a simple reed. 
The crown will make thy temples bleed, 
And in thine hour of greatest need. 

Abashed thy subjects stand I 

Hail to thee, Christ of Christendom ! 
O'er all the earth thy kingdom come I 
From distant Trebizond to Bome 

Thy name shall men adore ! 
Peace and good-will among all men. 
The Yirsin has returned again, 
Betunxedd.e old SatamiTre^n 

And Golden Age once more. 

THE CHILD CHRIST. 

Jesus, the Son of God, am I, 
Bom here to suffer and to die 
According to the prophecy. 
That other men may live I 

THE YIBGIN. 

And now these clothes, that wrapped Him, take 
And keep them precious, for his sake ; 
Our benediction thus we make, 
Naught else have we to give. 

She gives them suHiddlmg'datheSt and they depcart. 
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y. THB VLIQHT I2IT0 EOTFT. 

Here Joseph shaU came m, leading an om, on which are eeated 

Mabt and the Child. 

MA.BY. 

Here will we rest us, under these 
O'erhanging branches of the trees, 
Where robins chant their Litanies 
And canticles of joy. 

JOSEPH. 

My saddle-girths have given way 
With trudging through the heat to-day ; 
To you I think it is but play 
To ride and hold the boy. 



Hark ! how the robins shout and sing, 
As if to hail their infant King I 
I will alight at yonder spring 
To wash his little ooat. 

JOSEPH. 

And I will hobble well the ass. 
Lest, being loose upon the grass. 
He should escape ; for, by the mass, 

He 's nimble as a goat. 

Here Mabt shall alight and go to the spring. 



Joseph I I am much 
For men are sleeping in the shade ; 

1 fear that we shall be waylaid. 

And robbed and beaten sore I 

Here a hand of robbers shall be seen sleepmg^ two of wham shall 

rise and come forward. 
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DUIIACHUS. 

Oxsk's 8011I I deliver up your gold I 

I pray you. Sirs, let go your hold I 
You see that I am weak and old, 
Of wealth I have no store. 

nCMACHUS. 

Griye up your money I 

TITUS. 

Prithee 
Let these people go in peace. 

DCMACBUB. 

First let them pay for their release. 
And then go on their way. 

TITUS. 

These forty groats I give in fee, 
If thou wilt only silent he. 



May Grod he merciful to thee 
Upon the Judgment Day I 

JESUS. 

When thirty years shall have gone by, 

I at Jerusalem shall die, 

By Jewish hands exalted high 

On the accursed tree, 
Then on my right and my left side. 
These thieves shall both be crucified. 
And Titus thenceforth shall abide 

In paradise with me. 

Htn a greai rumor of tmmpett and kortm, Ukt tki nam of 
witk kU army, and iAe rohber$ $kaU takejligku 

Ud^X r^ot la am •dttloa.] 
Um& Ltt tbM» good ptopit go Ib 
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yi* THE SLAUOHTEB OF THE INNOGEIHISU 

KINO HEBOD. 

PotE-tausend I Himmel-Bacrament I 
Filled am I with great wonderment 

At this unwelcome news I 
Am I not Herod ? Who shall dare 
My crown to take, my sceptre bear, 

As king among the Jews ? 
Here he shaU stride up and down and Jlourish hU stoord. 
What ho I I fain would drink a can 
Of the strong wine of Canaan I 

The wine of Helbon bring 
I purchased at the Fair of Tyre, 
As red as blood, as hot as fire, 

And fit for any king I 

He quaffs great goblets o/wine. 

Now at the window will I standi 
While in the street the armed band 

The little children slay ; 
The babe just bom in Bethlehem 
Will surely slaughtered be with them, 

Nor live another day I 
Here a voice of lamentation shaU be heard in the streeL 

RACHEL. 

O wicked king I O cruel speed I 
To do this most unrighteous deed I 
My children all are slain I 

HEROD. 

Ho seneschal I another cup I 
With wine of Sorek fill it up I 
I would a bumper drain ! 



I 
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JtAftAJBa 

May malediotions fall and blast 
Thyself and lineage, to the last 
Of all thy kith and kin I 

HBBOD. 

Another goblet I quick I and stir 
Pomegranate juice and drops of myrrh 

And calamus therein I 

BOLDiEBS, m the itreet. 
Give up thy child into our hands I 
It is King Herod who commands 

That he should thus be slain I 

THB KUB8B MEDUSA. 

O monstrous men ! What have ye done I 
It is King Herod's only son 
That ye have cleft in twaini 

HEBOD. 

Ah, luckless day I What words of fear 
Are these that smite upon my ear 

With such a doleful sound ! 
What torments rack my heart and head I 
Would I were dead I would I were dead, 

And buried in the g^und ! 

He falls doom and writhes as (hough eaten by toorms, HtU 
cpenSf and Satan and Astaboth cameforthf and drag hm 
down, 

yn. JIBBUS AT PLAY WTTH HIS SCHOOLMATES. 

JESUS. 

The shower is over. Let us play. 
And make some sparrows out of day, 
Down by the river's side. 
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JUDA8. 

See, how the stream has oyerflowed 
Its banks, and o'er the meadow road 
Is spreading £ar and wide I 

They draw water out of the river by ^anneU, and form little 
pools. Jesus makes iioelve sparrows of day^ and the other 
boys do the same, 

JESUS. 

Look I look how prettily I make 
These little sparrows by the lake 

Bend down their necks and drink I 
Now will I make them sing and soar 
So far, they shall return no more 

Unto this river's brink. 

JUDAS. 

That canst thou not! They are bat ohiy, 
They cannot sing, nor fly away 
AboTe the meadow lands I 

JESUS. 

fly, fly I ye sparrows ! you are free I 

And while yon live, remember me. 

Who made you with my hands. 

Here Jesus lAofl dtg> his handSf and the sparrows shall fly 

awayf €kirruping, 

JUDAS. 

Thou art a sorcerer, I know; 
Oft has my mother told me so, 
I will not play with thee I 
He strikes Jesus intheright tide* 

JESUS. 

Ah, Jndas I thou hast smote my side, 
And when I shall be crucified, 
There shall I pierced be ! 
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Here Joseph $haU come tn, and $ay : 

JOSEPH. 

Ye wicked boys I why do ye play. 
And break the holy Sabbath day ? 
What, think ye, will your mothers say 

To see you in such plight ! 
In such a sweat and such a heat, 
With all that mud upon your feet I 
There 's not a beggar in the street 

Makes such a sorry sight I 



ym. THE yniLAGE SCHOOL. 

The Babbi Ben Israel, tiUmg on a high stools with a long 

beardf and a rod in his hand. 

BABBL 

I am the Babbi Ben Israel^ 
Throughout this village known full well, 
And, as my scholars all will tell. 

Learned in things divine ; 
The Cabala and Talmud hoar 
Than all the prophets prize I more. 
For water is all Bible lore. 

But Mishna is strong wine. 

My fame extends from West to East, 
And always, at the Purim feast, 
I am as drunk as any beast 

That wallows in his sty ; 
The wine it so elateth me, 
That I no difference can see 
Between ** Accursed Haman be I '' 

And ^' Blessed be Mordecai I " 
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Come hither, Judas Iscariot ; 
Say, if thy lesson thou hast got 
From the Babbinical Book or not. 
Why howl the dogs at night ? 

JUDAS. 

In the Babbinical Book, it saith 
The dogs howl, when with icy breath 
Great Sammael, the Angel of Death, 
Takes through the town his flight I 

RABBL 

Well, boyi now say, if thou art wise. 
When the Angel of Death, who is full of eyes. 
Comes where a sick man dying lies. 
What doth he to the wight? 

JUDAS. 

He stands beside him, dark and tall, 
Holding a sword, from which doth fall 
Into his mouth a drop of gall. 
And so he tnmeth white. 

RABBL 

And now, my Judas, say to me 
What the great Voices Four may be, 
That quite across the world do flee. 
And aro not heard by men ? 

JUDAS. 

The Voice of the Sun in heaven's dome. 
The Voice of the Murmuring of Bome, 
The Voice of a Soul that goeth home, 
And the Angd of the Bain I 

RABBI. 

Bight aro thine answers every one I 
Now little Jesus, the carpenter's son. 
Let us see how thy task is done ; 
Canst thou thy letters say ? 
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JE8U8. 

Aleph. 

RABBI. 

What next? Do not stop yet I 
Gh> on with all the alphabet. 
Come, Aleph, Beth ; dost thou forget? 
Cock's soul I thon'dst rather play I 

JESUS. 

What Aleph means I fain would know, 
Before I any farther go I 

RABBI. 

Oh, by Saint Peter ! wouldst thou so ? 

Come hither, boy, to me. 

As surely as the letter Jod 

Once cried aloud, and spake to God, 

So surely shalt thou feel this rod. 

And punished shalt thou be I 

Here Babbi Ben Israel shall lift up his rod to etrike Jbsub, 
and his right arm shall he paralyzed. 



IX. OBOWNED WITH FLOWERS. 

Jisus sitting among his playmates crowned with flowers as 

their King, 

BOTS. 

We spread our garments on the ground I 
With fragrant flowers thy head is crowned, 
While like a guard we stand around, 

And hail thee as our King I 
Thou art the new King of the Jews I 
Nor let the passers-by refuse 
To bring that homage which men use 

To majesty to bring. 
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Here a traveller $haU ffo hy^ and the 6oy< shall lay hold of hie 

garments and say : 

BOYS. 

Come hither I and all re Terence pay 
Unto our monarch, crowned to-day I 
Then go rejoicing on your way, 
In all prosperity I 

TRAVELLKB. 

Hail to the King of Bethlehem, 
Who weareth in his diadem 
The yellow crocus for the gem 
Of his authority I 
He passes by ; and others comein^bectrmgonalUterasickchUd. 

BOYS. 

Set down the litter and draw near I 
The King of Bethlehem is here I 
What ails the child, who seems to fear 
That we shall do him harm? 

THE BEABKBS. 

He dimbed up to the robin's nest, 
And out there darted, from his rest, 
A serpent with a crimson crest. 
And stung him in the arm. 

JESUS. 

Bring him to me, and let me feel 

The wounded place ; my touch can heal 

The sting of serpents, and can steal 

The poison from the bite I 
He touches the wound f and (he boy begins to cry. 
Cease to lament I I can foresee 
That thou hereafter known shalt be, 
Among the men who follow me. 

As Simon the Canaanite I 
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EPILOGUE. 

In the after part of the day 
Will be represented another play, 
Of the Passion of our Blessed Lord, 
Beginning directly after Nones ! 
At the close of which we shall accord, 
By way of benison and reward, 
The sight of a holy Martyr's bones I 



IV. 

THE BOAD TO HIB8CHAU. 
FuMCB HsiniT and Elsue, with their attendants an hondtadt. 

ELSIE. 

Onward and onward the highway runs to the dis- 
tant city, impatiently bearing 

Tidings of human joy and disaster, of love and of 
hate, of doing and daring I 

PRINCE HEMBT. 

This life of ours is a wild sdolian haip of many a 

joyous strain, 
But under them all there runs a loud perpetual 

wail, as of souls in pain. 

ELSIE. 

Faith alone can interpret life, and the heart that 
aches and bleeds with the stigma 

Of pain, alone bears the likeness of Christ, and 
can comprehend its dark enigma. 

PRIKCE HENRT. 

Man is selfish, and seeketh pleasure with little care 

of what may betide, 
Else why am I travelling here beside thee, a demon 

that rides by an angel's side ? 
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All the hedges are white with dust, and the great 

dog under the creaking wain 
Hangs his head in the lazy heat, while onward the 

horses toil and strain. 

PBINCK HEKRT. 

Now they stop at the wayside inn, and the wag- 
oner laughs with the landlord's daughter. 

While out of the dripping trough the horses dis- 
tend their leathern sides with water. 



All through life there are wayside inns, where man 
may refresh his soul with love ; 

Even tiie lowest may quench his thirst at rivulets 
fed by springs from above. 

PRINCE HEKRT. 

Yonder, where rises the cross of stone, our journey 

along the highway ends. 
And over the fields, by a bridle path, down into 

the broad green valley descends. 



I am not sorry to leave behind the beaten road 

with its dust and heat ; 
The air will be sweeter far, and the turf will be 

softer under our horses' feet. 
Theif turn down a green lant* 

ELSIE. 

Sweet is the air with the budding haws, and the 
valley stretching for miles below 

Is white with blossoming cherry-trees, as if just 
covered with lightest snow. 

PRINCE HEKRT. 

Over our headsa white cascade is gleaming against 
the distant hill ; 
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We cannot hear it, nor see it move, but it hangs 
like a banner when winds are stilL 

ELSIE. 

Damp and cool is this deep ravine, and cool the 
sound of the brook by our side I 

What is this castle that rises above us, and lords 
it over a land so wide ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

It is the home of the Counts of Calva ; well have 
I known these scenes of old, 

Well I remember each tower and turret, remem- 
ber the brooklet, the wood, and the wold. 

EUBIE. 

Hark ! from the little village below us the bells of 
the church are ringing for rain ! 

Priests and peasants in long procession come forth 
and kneel on the arid plain. 

FRINCE HENRY. 

They have not long to wait, for I see in the south 

uprising a little cloud. 
That before the sun shall be set will cover the sky 

above us as with a shroud. 

They pan on, 

THE CONVENT OF HXBSCHAU IN THE BLACK FOREST. 

The Convent cdUxr. Friar Claus comes tn wUh a light and 

a basket of empty flagons. 

FRIAR CLAUS. 

I always enter this sacred place 

With a thoughtful, solemn, and reverent pace, 

Pausing long enough on each stair 

To breathe an ejaoulatory prayer, 

And a benediction on the vines 

That produce these various sorts of wines I 
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For my part, I am well content 

That we have got through with the tedious Lent I 

Fasting is all Tory well for those 

Who have to contend with invisible foes ; 

But I am quite sure it does not agree 

With a quiet, peaceable man like me, 

Who am not of that nervous and meagre kind, 

That are always distressed in body and mind I 

And at times it really does me good 

To come down among this brotherhood. 

Dwelling forever undeiground. 

Silent, contemplative, round and sound ; 

Each one old, and brown with mould. 

But filled to the lips with the ardor of youth. 

With the latent power and love of trutli. 

And with virtues fervent and manifold. 

I have heard it said, that at Easter-tide 
When buds are swelling on eyeiy side, 
And the sap begins to move in tibe vine. 
Then in all cellars, far and wide, 
The oldest as well as the newest wine 
Begins to stir itself, and ferment, 
With a kind of revolt and discontent 
At being so long in darkness pent, 
And fain would burst from its sombre tun 
To bask on tiie hiUside in the sun ; 
As in the bosom of us poor friars. 
The tumult of half -subdued desires 
For the world that we have left behind 
Disturbs at times all peace of mind I 
And now that we have lived through Lent, 

Liaa20. Thn in lU the oallan, fw and wld«i 
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My duty it is, as often before, 
To open awhile the prison-door, 
And give these restless spirits vent. 

Now here is a cask that stands alone, 

And has Btood a hundred years or more, 

Its beard of cobwebs, long and hoar. 

Trailing and sweeping along the floor. 

Like Barbarossa, who sits in his cave. 

Taciturn, sombre, sedate, and grave. 

Till his beard has g^wn through the table of 

stone! 
It is of the quick and not of the dead I 
In its veins tiie blood is hot and red, 
And a heart stiU beats in those ribs of oak 
That time may have tamed, but has not broke I 
It comes from Bacharach on the Bhine, 
Is one of the three best kinds of wine, 
And costs some hundred florins the ohm ; 
But that I do not consider dear. 
When I remember that every year 
Four butts are sent to the Pope of Bome. 
And whenever a goblet thereof I drain. 
The old rhyme keeps running in my braiu : 

At Bacharach on the Bhine, 
At Hochheim on the Main, 
And at Wiirzburg on the Stein, 
Grrow the three best kinds of wine I 

They are all good wines, and better far 
Than those of the Neckar, or those of the Ahr. 
In particular, Wiirzburg well may boast 
Of its blessed wine of the Holy Ghost, 
Which of all wines I like the most. 
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This I shall draw for the Abbot's drinkiiig, 
Who seems to be much of my way of thinking. 

Fills aflagon. 

Ahl how the streamlet laughs and sings I 

What a delicious fragrance springs 

From the deep flagon, while it fills, 

As of hyacinths and daff odik I 

Between this cask and the Abbof s lips 

Many have been the sips and slips ; 

Many have been the draughts of wine, 

On tiieir way to his, that have stopped at mine ; 

And many a time my soul has hankered 

For a deep draught out of his silver tankard. 

When it should have been busy with other affairs, 

Less with its longings and more with its prayers. 

But now there is no such awkward condition. 

No danger of death and eternal perdition ; 

So here 's to the Abbot and Brothers all. 

Who dwell in this convent of Peter and Paul ! 

He drinks. 

O cordial delicious I O soother of pain! 

It flashes like sunshine into my brain I 

A benison rest on the Bishop who sends 

Such a fudder of wine as this to his friends I 

And now a flagon for such as may ask 

A draught from the noble Bacharach cask. 

And I will be gone, though I know full well 

The cellar 's a cheerfuller place than the celL 

Behold where he stands, all sound and good, 

Brown and old in his oaken hood ; 

Silent he seems externally 

As any Carthusian monk may be ; 

But within, what a spirit of deep unrest I 

What a seething and simmering in his breast I 



226 CHRISTUS: A MYSTERY 

As if the heaYing of his great heart 
Would burst his belt of oak apart I 
Let me unloose this button of wood. 
And quiet a little his turbulent mood. 

Seta it running. 

See I how its currents gleam and shine, 

As if they had caught the purple hues 

Of autumn sunsets on the Bhine, 

Descending and mingling with the dews ; 

Or as if the grapes were stained with the blood 

Of the innocent boy, who, some years back. 

Was taken and crucified by the Jews, 

In that ancient town of Bacharach ; 

Perdition upon those infidel Jews, 

In that ancient town of Bacharach I 

The beautiful town, that gives us wine 

With the fragrant odor of Muscadine I 

I should deem it wrong to let this pass 

Without first touching my lips to the glass. 

For here in the midst of the current I stand 

Like the stone Pfalz in the midst of the river. 

Taking toll upon either hand, 

And much more grateful to the giver. 

He drinks. 

Here, now, is a very inferior kind, 
Such as in any town you may find. 
Such as one might imagine would suit 
The rascal who drank wine out of a boot 
And, after all, it was not a crime, 
For he won thereby Dorf Hiiff elsheim. 
A joUy old toper ! who at a pull 
Could drink a postilion's jack-boot fuU, 
And ask with a laugh, when that was done. 
If the fellow had left the other one I 
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This wine is as good as we can afford 
To the friars, who sit at the lower board, 
And cannot distinguish bad from good. 
And are far better off than if they conld, 
Being rather tiie rude disciples of beer 
Than of anything more refined and dearl 
FUU the flagon and deparU. 

THE SCRIFTOBIUM. 

Ebiab Pagdicus iranicnbmg and iiluminatmg, 

JBIASL PACUriCUS. 

It is g^wing dark ! Yet one line more, 
And then my work for to-day is o'er. 
I oome again to the name of tiie Lord ! 
Ere I that awful name record. 
That is spoken so lightly among men, 
Let me pause awhile, and wash my pen ; 
Pure from blemish and blot must it be 
When it writes that word of mystery I 

Thus have I labored on and on. 

Nearly through the Gospel of John. 

Can it be that from the lips 

Of this same gentle Evangelist, 

That Christ himself perhaps has kissed. 

Came the dread Apocalypse I 

It has a very awful look. 

As it stands there at the end of tibe book. 

Like the sun in an eclipse. 

Ah me ! when I think of that vision divine, 

Think of writing it, line by line, 

I stand in awe of the terrible curse, 

Like the trump of doom, in the closing verse I 

Grod forgive me I if ever I 
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Take aught from the book of that Prophei^, 
Lest my part too should be taken away 
From tiie Book of Life on the Judgment Day. 
This is well written, though I say it I 
I should not be afraid to display it 
In open day, on the selfsame shelf 
With the writings of St. Theda herself, 
Or of Theodosius, who of old 
Wrote the Gospels in letters of gold I 
That goodly folio standing yonder. 
Without a single blot or blunder. 
Would not bear away the palm from mine. 
If we should compare them line for line. 

There, now, is an initial letter I 
Saint Ulric himself never made a better I 
Finished down to the leaf and the snail, 
Down to the eyes on the peacock's tail I 
And now, as I turn the volume over. 
And see what lies between cover and cover, 
What treasures of art these pages hold, 
All ablaze with crimson and gold, 
God forgive me I I seem to feel 
A certain satisfaction steal 
Into my heart, and into my brain, 
As if my talent had not lain 
Wrapped in a napkin, and all in vain. 
Yes, I might almost say to the Lord, 
Here is a copy of thy Word, 
Written out with much toil and pain ; 
Take it, O Lord, and let it be 
As something I have done for thee I 
He looks from the window. 



\ 
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How sweet the ab is ! How fair the scene I 

I wish I had as lovely a green 

To paint my landscapes and my leaves ! 

How the swallows twitter under the eaves ! 

There, now, there is one in her nest ; 

I can just catch a glimpse of her head and breast, 

And will sketch her thus, in her quiet nook. 

For the margin of my Gospel book. 

He makes a sketch. 
I can see no more. Through the valley yonder 
A shower is passing ; I hear the thunder 
Mutter its curses in the air. 
The Devil's own and only prayer I 
The dusty road is brown with rain, 
And, speeding on with might and main, 
Hitherward rides a gallant train. 
They do not parley, they cannot wait. 
But hurry in at the convent gate. 
What a fair lady I and beside her 
What a handsome, graceful, noble rider I 
Now she gives him her hand to alight ; 
They will beg a shelter for the night. 
I will go down to the corridor. 
And try to see that &ce once more ; 
It will do for the face of some beautiful Saint, 
Or for one of the Maries I shall paint. 

Goes out. 

THE CL0I8TEBS. 

The Abbot Esnestub pacing to and fro, 

ABBOT. 

Slowly, slowly up the wall 

Steals the sunshine, steals the shade ; 
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Evening damps begin to fall, 
Evening shadows are displayed. 
Bound me, o'er me, everywhere, 
All the sky is grand with douds, 
And athwart the evening air 
Wheel the swallows home in crowds. 
Shafts of sunshine from the west 
Paint the dusky windows red ; 
Darker shadows, deeper rest. 
Underneath and overhead. 
Darker, darker, and more wan, 
In my breast the shadows faU ; 
Upward steals the life of man. 
As the simshine from the walL 
From the wall into the sky. 
From the roof along the spire ; 
Ah, the souls of those that die 
Are but simbeams lifted higher. 
Enter FxafCE Heitbt. 

FRINGE HENBT. 

Christ is arisen! 

ABBOT. 

Amen ! He is arisen I 
His peace be with you! 

FRINGE HENBT. 

Here it reigns forever ! 
The peace of Ood, that passeth understanding, 
Beigns in these cloisters and these corridors. 
Are you Emestus, Abbot of the convent ? 

ABBOT. 

I am. 

FBINGE HENBT. 

And I Prince Henry of Hoheneok, 
Who craye your hospitality to-night. 
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ABBOT. 

Yon are thrice welcome to our humble walls. 
You do us honor ; and we shall requite it, 
I fear, but poorly, entertaining you 
With Paschal eggs, and our poor convent wine. 
The remnants of our Easter holidays. 

PBINCB HENRT. 

How fares it with the holy monks of Hirschau ? 
Are all things well with diem? 

ABBOT. 

AU things are welL 

FBINCB HENBT. 

A noble convent I I have known it long 

By the report of travellers. I now see 

Their commendations lag behind the truth. 

You lie here in the valley of the Nagold 

As in a nest : and the still river, gliding 

Along its bed, is like an admonition 

How all things pass. Your lands are rich and 

ample. 
And your revenues large. Grod's benediction 
Bests on your convent. 

ABBOT. 

By our charities 
We strive to merit it. Our Lord and Master, 
When He departed, left us in his will. 
As our best l^aoy on earth, the poor I 
These we have always with us ; had we not, 
Our hearts would grow as hard as are these 
stones. 

FBnVCB HEIOIT. 

If I remember right, the Counts of Calva 
Founded your convent. 
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ABBOT. 

Even as you say. 

FRIKCE HENRT. 

And, if I err not, it is very old. 

ABBOT. 

Within these cloisters lie already buried 
Twelve holy Abbots. Underneath the flags 
On which we stand, the Abbot William lies, 
Of blessed memory. 

FBIHCK HENBT. 

And whose tomb is that. 
Which bears the brass escutcheon ? 

ABBOT. 

A benefactor's. 
Conrad, a Count of Calva, he who stood 
Godfather to our bells. 

FRIKCE HENRT. 

Your monks are learned 
And holy men, I trust 

ABBOT. 

There are among them 
Learned and holy men. Yet in this age 
We need another Hildebrand, to shake 
And purify us like a mighty wind. 
The world is wicked, and sometimes I wonder 
God does not lose his patience with it whoUy, 
And shatter it like glass I Even here, at times. 
Within these walls, where all should be at peace, 
I have my trials. Time has laid his hand 
Upon my heart, gently, not smiting it. 
But as a harper lays his open palm 
Upon his harp, to deaden its vibrations. 
Ashes are on my head, and on my lips 
Sackcloth, and in my breast a heaviness 
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And weariness of life, that makes me ready 
To say to the dead Abbots imder us, 
^ Make room for me I " Only I see the dusk 
Of evening twilight coming, and have not 
Completed half my task; and so at times 
The thought of my shortcomings in this life 
Falls like a shadow on the life to come. 

PBIKCE HENBT. 

We must all die, and not the old alone ; 

The young have no exemption from that doom. 

ABBOT. 

Ah, yes ! the young may die, but the old must ! ^ 
That is the difference. 

FBINGE HENBT. 

I have heard much laud 
Of your transcribers. Your Scriptorium 
Is famous among all ; your manuscripts 
Praised for their beauty and their excellence. 

ABBOT. 

That is indeed our boast. If you desire it, 
You shall behold these treasures. And mean- 
while 
Shall the Bef ectorarius bestow 
Your horses and attendants for the night. 
They ffo in. The Vuper-beU ringi. 



Vetpen; afier tMck ikt monki retirej a ehoriiter leading an 

old monk who is blind, 

PBIKCE HKHBT. 

They are all gone, save one who lingers. 
Absorbed in deep and silent prayer. 
As if his heart could find no rest. 
At times he beats his heaving breast 
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With clenched and convulsive fingers, 
Then lifts them trembling in the air. 
A chorister, with golden hair, 
Guides hitherward his heavy pace. 
Can it be so ? Or does my sight 
Deceive me in the uncertain light ? 
Ah no I I recognize that face, 
Though Time has touched it in his flight, 
And changed the auburn hair to white. 
It is Count Hugo of the Rhine, 
The deadliest foe of all our race. 
And hateful unto me and mine I 

THB BLIND UOTSOL. 

Who is it that doth stand so near 
His whispered words I almost hear? 

PRINCE mCNRT. 

I am Prince Henry of Hoheneck, 
And you, Count Hugo of the Rhine I 
I know you, and I see the scar. 
The brand upon your forehead, shine 
And redden like a baleful star I 

THE BUND MONK. 

Count Hugo once, but now the wreck 
Of what I was. O Hoheneck ! 
The passionate will, the pride, the wrath 
That bore me headlong on my path, 
Stumbled and staggered into fear. 
And failed me in my mad career. 
As a tired steed some evil-doer. 
Alone upon a desolate moor, 
Bewildered, lost, deserted, blind, 
And hearing loud and close behind 
The overtaking steps of his pursuer. 
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Then suddenly from the dark there came 

A Toice that called me by my name. 

And said to me, ^* Kneel down and pray I " 

And so my terror passed away, 

Passed utterly away forever. 

Contrition, penitence, remorse. 

Came on me, with o'erwhehning force ; 

A hope, a longing, an endeavor. 

By days of penance and nights of prayer. 

To frustrate and defeat despair I 

Calm, deep, and still is now my heart, 

With tranquil waters overflowed ; 

A lake whose unseen fountains start. 

Where once the hot volcano glowed. 

And you, O Prince of Hoheneck ! 

Have known me in that earlier time, 

A man of violence and crime. 

Whose passions brooked no curb nor chedc. 

Behold me now, in gentler mood. 

One of this holy brotherhood. 

Grive me your hand ; here let me kneel ; 

Make your reproaches sharp as steel ; 

Spurn me, and smite me on each cheek ; 

No violence can harm the meek. 

There is no wound Christ cannot heal I 

Yes ; lift your princely hand, and take 

Bevenge, if 't is revenge you seek ; 

Then pardon me, for Jesus' sake I 

FRmCB HKNRT. 

Arise, Count Hugo ! let there be 
No further strife nor enmity 
Between us twain ; we both have erredl 
Too rash in act, too wroth in word. 
From the beginning have we stood 
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In fierce, defiant attitude. 
Each thoughtless of the other's right, 
And each reliant on his might. 
But now our souls are more subdued ; 
The hand of God, and not in vain. 
Has touched us with the fire of pain. 
Let us kneel down and side by side 
Ptay, till our souls are purified, 
And pardon will not be denied! 

Theykned. 

THE KEFECTOBT. 

Oaudiolum of Monks at midnight, Lucifer disguised as a 

Friar, 

FRIAR PAUL sings. 
Aye I color vini dari, 
Dulcis potus, non amari, 
Tua nos inebriari 
Digneris potentia ! 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Not SO much noise, my worthy freres, 
You '11 disturb the Abbot at his prayers. 

FRIAR PAUL sings. 

O I quam plaoens in colore ! 
O! quam fragrans in odore! 
O ! quam sapidum in ore I 
Dulce lingusB vinculum I 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

I should think your tongue had broken its chain ! 

FRIAR PAUL sings. 

Felix yenter quern intrabis I 
Felix guttur quod rigabis I 
FeUx OS quod tu lavabis I 
£t beata labia I 
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VBIAB CPTHBEBT. 

Peace I I say, peace ! 

Will you never cease I 

You will rouse up the Abbot, I tell you again I 

FRIAK JOHN. 

No danger ! to-night he will let us alone. 

As I happen to know he has guests of his own. 

FBIAB CXTTHBEBT. 

Who are they? 

nuAB jomr. 
A German Prince and his train. 
Who arrived here just before the rain. 
There is with him a damsel fair to see, 
As slender and graceful as a reed I 
When she alighted from her steed. 
It seemed like a blossom blown from a tree. 

FRIAR CUTHBERT.^ 

None of your pale-faced girls for me I 
None of your damsels of high degree ! 

FRIAR JOHN. 

Come, old fellow, drink down to your peg I 
But do not drink any further, I beg I 

FRIAR PAUL sings. • 
In the days of gold. 
The days of old. 
Crosier of wood 
And bishop of gold I 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

What an infernal racket and riot I 
Can you not drink your wine in quiet? 
Why fill the convent with such scandals, 
As if we were so many drunken Vandals ? 

> For tte iwdtav of this portion of the wamm in tte flnt edition, w&bp9d. 
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FBXAB PAUL, confimwi. 

Now we have changed 
That law so good 
To oroaier of gold 
And biahop of wood t 



Well, then, sinoe yon are in the mood 
To give your noisy hnmoxs venti 
Sing and howl to your heart's content I 

CH<»CB OP MOKO. 

Funde vinnm, fonde I 
Tanqnam sint flnminis iind«i 
Nee qosras nnde, 
Sed fnndas semper alrande t 

PBIAB JOBV. 

What is the name of yonder friar. 
With an eye that glows like a ooal of fire, 
And such a Uaek mass of tangled hair ? 

PBIARPAUL. 

He who is ritting there. 
With a rollicking, 
Devil may care. 
Free and easy look and air. 
As if he were nsed to sooh feasting and frol> 
icking? 

PBiAR jomr. 
The same. 

PaiABPAUU 

He 's a stranger. You had better ask lus name, 
And where he is going, and whence he came. 

paiAB jomc 
HaUoI SirFriarl 
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FBIABPAITL. 

You must raise your voice a litde higlier, 
He does not seem to hear what you say. 
Now, try again I He is looking this way. 

FBIAB JOHN. 

HaUoI Sir Friar, 

We wish to inquire 

Whence you came, and where you are going, 

And anything else that is worth the kno¥ring* 

So be so good as to open your head. 

LucnncB. 
I am a Frenchman bom and bred. 
Going on a pilgrimage to Bome. 
My home 

Is the convent of St. Gildas de Bhuys, 
Of which, very like, you never have heard. 

MONKS. 

Never a word I 

LUCIFKB. 

You must know, then, it is in the diocese 

Called the Diocese of Vannes, 

In the province of Brittany. 

From the gray rocks of Morbihan 

It overlooks tilie angry sea ; 

The very searshore where. 

In his great despair. 

Abbot Abelard walked to and fro. 

Filling the night with woe. 

And wailing aloud to the merciless seas 

The name of his sweet Hebise, 

Whilst overhead 

The convent windows gleamed as red 

As the fiery eyes of the monks within. 
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Who with joTial din 

Grave thftmflelves ap to all kinds of sin I 

Hal that is a convent I that is an abbey! 

Over the doors, 

None of your death-heads carved in wood. 

None of your Saints looking pioos and good. 

None of yoor Patriarchs old and shabby I 

But the heads and tasks of boars, 

And the cells 

Hong all round with the fells 

Of the fallow-deer. 

And then what cheer I 

What jolly, fat friars, 

Sitting round the great, roaring fires, 

Roaring louder than they, 

With their strong wines. 

And their concubines. 

And never a bell. 

With its swagger and swell. 

Calling you up with a start of affright 

In the dead of night. 

To send you grumbling down dark stairs, 

To mumble your prayers ; 

But the cheery crow 

Of cocks in the yard below. 

After daybreak, an hour or so, 

And the barking of deep-mouthed hounds, 

These are the sounds 

That, instead of beUs, salute the ear. 

And then all day 

Up and away 

Through the forest, hunting the deer ! 

Ah, my friends ! I *m afraid that here 
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Yon are a little too pious, a little too tame, 

And the more is the shame. 

'T is the greatest folly 

Not to be jolly ; 

That 's what I think I 

Come, drink, drink, 

Drink, and die game I 

MONKS. 

And your Abbot What Vhis-name ? 

LUCIFBB. 

AbelardI 

MONKS. 

Did he drink hard ? 

LXJcnnEB. 
Oh,noI Not he I 
He was a dry old fellow. 
Without juice enough to get thoroughly mellow. 
There he stood. 

Lowering at us in sullen mood, 
As if he had come into Brittany 
Just to reform our brotherhood I 

A roar of laughter. 
But you see 
It never would do ! 
For some of us knew a thing or two. 
In the Abbey of St. Grildas de Bhujrs I 
For instance, the great ado 
With old Fulbert's niece, 
The young and lovely Heloise. 

FRIAR JOHN. 

Stop there, if you please. 

Till we drink to the fair Heloise. 
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ALL, drinking and ihotUmg, 

Heloise I Heloise I 

The ChapeUeU toUs. 
LUCIFEB, starting. 

What is that bell for ? Are you such asses 
As to keep up the fashion of midnight masses ? 

IIOAB CUTHBEBT. 

It is only a poor, unfortunate brother, 

Who is gifted with most miraculous powers 

Of getting up at all sorts of hours, 

And, by way of penance and Christian meekness. 

Of creeping silently out of his cell 

To take a pull at that hideous bell ; 

So that all the monks who are lying awake 

May murmur some kind of prayer for his sake, 

And adapted to his peculiar weakness I 

FRL^LB JOHN. 

Ftom frailty and fall — 

ALL. 

Grood Lord, deliver us alll 

FlUAB GUTHBERT. 

And before the bell for matins sounds, 

He takes his lantern, and goes the rounds. 

Flashing it into our sleepy eyes. 

Merely to say it is time to arise. 

But enough of that. Gro on, if you please, 

With your story about St. Gildas de Bhuys. 

LUCIFER. 

Well, it finally came to pass 

That, half in fun and half in malice, 

One Sunday at Mass 

We put some poison into the chalice. 

But, either by accident or design, 
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Peter Abelard kept away 

From the chapel that day, 

And a poor, young friar, who in his stead 

Drank the sacramental wine, 

Fell on the steps of the altar, dead I 

But look! do you see at the window there 

That face, witii a look of grief and despair. 

That ghastly face, as of one in pain ? 

MONKS. 

Wko? where? 

LUCirEB. 

As I spoke, it vanished away again. 

FBIAB OUTUBEBT. 

It is that nefarious 

Siebald the Befeotorarius. 

That fellow is always playing the scout. 

Creeping and peeping and prowling about; 

And then he regales 

The Abbot with scandalous tales. 

LUCIFSB. 

A spy in the convent? One of the brothers 
Telling scandalous tales of the others? 
Out upon him, the lazy loon ! 
I would put a stop to that pretty soon, 
In a way he should rue it. 

MONKS. 

How shall we do it? 



Do you, brother Paul, 

Creep under the window, dose to the wall, 

And open it suddenly when I calL 

Then seize the villain by the hair. 

And hold him there. 

And punish him soundly, once for alL 
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FBIAB CUTHBEBT. 

As St. Dnnstan of old, 

We are told, 

Once caught the Devil by the nose I 

LUCIFBB. 

Ha I ha I that story is very clever, 

But has no foundation whatsoever. 

Quick I for I see his face again 

Glaring in at the window-jMuie ; 

Now I now I and do not spare your blows. 

Fbiab Paul opens the tomdow Buddenly^ and aeizes Szebald. 

Theifbeathm. 

FBIAB Sn&BALD. 

Help I help I are you going to skty me ? 

nUAB PAUL. 

That will teach you again to betray me I 

nUAB BDEEALD. 

Mercy I mercy! 

FBIAB PAUL, shouting and heating, 
Bumpas bellorum lorum 
Vim confer amorum 
Morum verorum rorum 
Tu plena polorum ! 

LUCIFEB. 

Who stands in the doorway yonder, 
Stretching out his trembling hand. 
Just as Abelard used to stand. 
The flash of his keen, black eyes 
Forerunning the thunder ? 

THE MONKS, in confunon. 

The Abbot I the Abbot I 

FBIAB CUTHBEBT. 

And what is the wonder I 
He seems to have taken you by surprise. 
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FRZAS FBAKdS. 

Hide the great flagon 
From the eyes of the dragon I 

FBIAR CUTHBERT. 

Pull the brown hood over your facel 
This will bring us into disgrace I 

ABBOT. 

What means this revel and carouse ? 
Is this a tavern and drinking-honse ? 
Are you Christian monks, or heathen devils, 
To pollute this convent with your revels ? 
Were Peter Damian still upon earth, 
To be shocked by such ungodly mirth. 
He would write your names, with pen of gall. 
In his Book of Gomorrah, one and all I 
Away, you drunkards I to your cells. 
And pray till you hear the matin-bells ; 
You, Brother Francis, and you. Brother Paul I 
And as a penance mark each prayer 
With the scourge upon your shoulders bare ; 
Nothing atones for such a sin 
But the blood that follows the discipline. 
And you. Brother Cuthbert, come with me 
Alone into the sacristy ; 
You, who should be a guide to your brothers, 
And are ten times worse than all the others. 
For you I've a draught that has long been brew- 
ing. 
You shall do a penance worth the doingi 
Away to your prayers, then, one and aU ! 
I wonder the very convent wall 
Does not crumble and crush you in its fall I 
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THE NEIGHBOBINa NUNNERY. 

The Abbess Ibmznoabb sitting wiiQi Elsie in ike tnoonlighL 

ZBMINOABD. 

The night is silent, the wind is still. 

The moon is looking from yonder hill 

Down upon convent, and grove, and garden; 

The donds have passed away from her face. 

Leaving behind them no sorrowful trace. 

Only the tender and quiet grace 

Of one whose heart has been healed with pardon I 

And such am I. My soul within 

Was dark with passion and soiled with sin. 

But now its wounds are healed again ; 

Grone are the anguish, the terror, and pain ; 

For across that desolate land of woe. 

O'er whose burning sands I was forced to go, 

A wind from heaven began to blow ; 

And all my being trembled and shook. 

As the leaves of the tree, or the grass of the field, 

And I was healed, as the sick are healed, 

When fanned by the leaves of the Holy Book I 

As thou sittest in the moonlight there, 

Its glory flooding thy golden hair. 

And the only darkness that which lies 

In the haunted chambers of thine eyes, 

I feel my soul drawn unto thee. 

Strangely, and strongly, and more and more, 

As to one I have known and loved before ; 

For every soul is akin to me 

That dwells in the land of mystery I 



y 
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I am the Lady IrmingaTd, 

Bom of a noble race and name I 

Many a wandering Suabian bard. 

Whose life was dreary, and bleak, and hard, 

Has found through me the way to fame. 

Brief and bright were, those days, and the night 

Which followed was full of a lurid light. 

Love, that of every woman's heart 

Will have the whole, and not a part, 

That is to her, in Nature's plan. 

More than ambition is to man, 

Her light, her life, her yery breath, 

With no alternative but death. 

Found me a maiden soft and young. 

Just from the convent's cloistered school, 

And seated on my lowly stool. 

Attentive while the minstrels song. 



Grallant, graoefol, gentle, tall. 

Fairest, noblest, best of all. 

Was Walter of the Vogelweid ; 

And, whatsoever may betide, 

Still I think of him with pride I 

His song was of the summer-time, 

The very birds sang in his rhyme ; 

The sunshine, the delicious air. 

The fragrance of the flowers, were there ; 

And I grew restless as I4ieard, 

Besdess and buoyant as a bird, 

Down soft, aerial currents sailing. 

O'er blossomed orchards, and fields in bloom, 

And through the momentary gloom 

Of shadows o'er the landscape trailing. 
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Yielding and borne I knew not where, 
But feeling resistance unavailing. 

And thus, unnoticed and apart, 
And more by accident than choice, 
I listened to that single voice 
Until the chambers of my heart 
Were filled with it by night and day. 
One night, — it was a night in May, -^ 
Within the garden, unawares. 
Under the blossoms in the gloom, 
I heard it utter my own name 
With protestations and wild prayers ; 
And it rang through me, and became 
Like the archangel's trump of doom. 
Which the soul hears, and must obey ; 
And mine arose as fr^m a tomb. 
My former life now seemed to me 
Such as hereafter death may be. 
When in the great Eternity 
We shall awake and find it day. 

It was a dream, and would not stay ; 
A dream, that in a single night 
Faded and vanished out of sight. 
My other's anger followed fast 
This passion, as a freshening blast 
Seeks out and fans the fire, whose rage 
It may increase, but not assuage. 
And he exchdmed : " No wandering bard 
Shall win thy hand, O Irmingard I 
For which IMnce Henry of Hoheneck 
By messenger and letter sues." 
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Grendy, bat firmly, I replied : 

*^ Henry of Hoheneek I discard I 
Never the hand of Irmingard 
Shall lie in his as the hand of a bride ! " 
This said I, Walter, for thy sake ; 
This said I, for I could not choose. 
After a pause, my father spake 
In that cold and deliberate tone 
Which turns the hearer into stone, 
And seems itself the act to be 
That follows with such dread certainty : 

^ This or the cloister and the veil I '' 
No other words than these he said, 
But they were like a funeral wail; 
My life was ended, my heart was dead. 

That night from the castle-gate went down, 

With silent, slow, and stealthy pace. 

Two shadows, mounted on shadowy steeds. 

Taking the narrow path that leads 

Into the forest dense and brown. 

In the leafy darkness of the place. 

One could not distinguish form nor face. 

Only a bulk without a shape, 

A darker shadow in the shade ; 

One scarce could say it moved or stayed* 

Thus it was we made our escapel 

A foaming brook, with many a bound. 

Followed us like a playful hound ; 

Then leaped before us, and in the hollow 

Paused, and waited for us to follow. 

And seemed impatient, and afraid 

That our tardy flight should be betrayed 



1 
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By the sound our liorses' hoof-beats made. 
And when we reached the plam below, 
We paused a moment and drew rein 
To look back at the castle again ; 
And we saw the windows all aglow 
With lights, that were passing to and fro ; 
Our hearts with terror ceased to beat ; 
The brook crept silent to our feet ; 
We knew what most we feared to know. 
Then suddenly horns began to blow ; 
And we heard a shout, and a heavy tramp, 
And our horses snorted in the damp 
Night-air of the meadows green and wide, 
And in a moment, side by side. 
So dose, they must have seemed but one. 
The shadows across the moonlight run. 
And another came, and swept behind. 
Like the shadow of clouds before the wind I 

How I remember that breathless flight 
Across the moors, in the summer night I 
How under our feet the long, white road 
Backward like a river flowed, 
Sweeping with it fences and hedges. 
Whilst farther away, and overhead, 
Paler than I, with fear and dread, 
The moon fled with us, as we fled 
Along the forest's jagged edges I 

All this I can remember well; 

But of what afterwards befell 

I nothing further can recall 

Than a blind, desperate, headlong fall ; 
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The rest is a blank and darkness alL 

When I awoke oat of this swoon, 

The sun was shining, not the moon, 

Making a cross upon the wall 

With ibe bars of my windows narrow and tall ; 

And I prayed to it, as I had been wont to pray, 

From early childhood, day by day, 

Each morning, as in bed I lay I 

I was lying again in my own room I 

And I thanked God, in my fever and pain. 

That those shadows on the midnight plain 

Were gone, and could not come again I 

I struggled no longer with my doom t 

This happened many years ago* 
I left my father's home to come 
Like Catherine to her martyrdom^ 
For blindly I esteemed it so. 
And when I heard the convent door 
Behind me dose, to ope no more, 
I felt it smite me like a blow. 
Through all my limbs a shudder ran. 
And on my bruised spirit fell 
The dampness of my narrow cell 
As night-air on a wounded man, 
GKving intolerable pain. 

But now a better life began. 

I felt the agony decrease 

By slow d^rees, then wholly cease, 

folding in perfect rest and peace I 

It was not apathy, nor dulness. 

That weighed and pressed upon my brain. 
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But the same passion I had given 
To earth before, now turned to heaven 
With all its overflowing fulness. 

Alas I the world is full of peril I 

The path that runs through the fairest meads, 

On the sunniest side of the valley, leads 

Into a region bleak and sterile I 

Alike in the high-bom and the lowly. 

The will is feeble, and passion strong. 

We cannot sever right from wrong ; 

Some falsehood mingles with all truth ; 

Nor is it strange the heart of youth 

Should waver and oomprehend but slowly 

The things that are holy and unholy I 

But in this sacred, cahn retreat. 

We are all well and safely shielded 

From winds that blow, and waves that beat. 

From the oold, and rain, and blighting heat, 

To which the strongest hearts have yielded. 

Here we stand as the Virgins Seven, 

For our celestial bridegroom yearning; 

Our hearts are lamps forever burning. 

With a steady and unwavering flame. 

Pointing upward, forever the same. 

Steadily upward toward the heaven I 

The moon is hidden behind a doud ; 
A sudden darkness fills the room. 
And thy deep eyes, amid the gloom. 
Shine like jeweb in a shroud. 
On the leaves is a sound of falling rain ; 

Line IS. But In this Mored and oalm raferMfe, 
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A bird, awakened in its nest, 

Grives a faint twitter of unrest, 

Then smooths its plmnes and sleeps again. 

No other sounds than these I hear ; 

The hour of midnight must be near. 

Thou art o'erspent with the day's fatigue 

Of riding many a dusty league ; 

Sink, then, gently to thy slumber ; 

Me so many cares encumber, 

So many ghosts, and forms of fright. 

Have started from their graves to-night. 

They have driven sleep from mine eyes away : 

I wiQ go down to the chapel and pray. 

V. 

A COVERED BBIDOE AT LUCEBNE. 
PRINCE HSNBT. 

(}od's blessing on the architects who build 
The bridges o'er swift rivers and abysses 
Before impassable to human feet. 
No less than on the builders of cathedrals. 
Whose massive walls are bridges thrown across 
The dark and terrible abyss of Death. 
Well has the name of Pontifez been given 
Unto the Church's head, as the chief builder 
And architect of the invisible bridge 
That leads from earth to heaven. 

ELBIE. 

How dark it grows I 
What are these paintings on the walls around us? 

FRINOE HEMRT. 

The Dance Macaber I 
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KL8IE. 

Wlat? 

FBDfCE HENBT. 

The Danoe of Death I 
All that go to and fro mnst look upon it, 
Mindful of what they shall be, while beneath. 
Among the wooden piles, the turbulent river 
Bushes, impetuous as the river of life. 
With dimpling eddies, ever gjteen and bright. 
Save where the shadow of this bridge falls on it. 

ELSIE, 

Oh yes I I see it now I 

FBDrCB HENBT. 

The grim musician 
Leads all men through the mazes of that dance. 
To different sounds in different measures moving ; 
Sometimes he plays a lute, sometimes a drum. 
To tempt or terrify. 

ELSIE, 

What is this picture ? 

PRINCE HENRT. 

It is a young man singing to a nun, 
Who Imeels at her devotions, but in kneeling 
Turns round to look at him; and Death, mean- 
while. 
Is putting out the candles on the altar I 



Ah, what a pity 't is that she should listen 
Unto such songs, when in her orisons 
She might have heard in heaven the angels sing- 
ingl 

FKINCE HKNRT. 

Here he has stolen a jester's cap and bells. 
And dances with the Queen. 
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A f ooliflh jest I 

FBIKCB HBNBT. 

And here the heart of the new-wedded wife, 
Coming from church with her beloved lord. 
He startles with the rattle of his dnuL 



Ah, that is sad! And yet perhaps 'tis best 
That she should die, with all the sunshine on her. 
And all the benedictions of the morning. 
Before this affluence of golden light 
Shall fade into a cold and clouded gray. 
Then into darkness I 

FBDTCB HKNRT. 

Under it is written, 
^ Nothing but death shall separate thee and me I ' 



And what is this, that follows dose upon it ? 

FRINCB HKNRT. 

Death, playing on a dulcimer. Behind him, 

A poor old woman, with a rosary. 

Follows the sound, and seems to wish her feet 

Were swifter to o'ertake him. Underneath, 

The inscription reads, *^ Better is Death than Life." 



Better is Death than Life I Ah yes I to thousands 

Death plays upon a dulcimer, and sings 

That song of consolation, till the air 

Hings with it, and they cannot choose but follow 

Whither he leads. And not the old alone, 

But tiie young also hear it, and are stilL 



Yes, in their sadder moments. 'T is the sound 
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Of their own hearts they hear, half full of tears, 
Which are like oiystal cups, half filled with water, 
Besponding to the pressure of a finger 
With music sweet and low and melancholy. 
Let us go forward, and no longer stay 
In this great picture-gallery of Death I 
I hate it I ay, the very thought of it I 



Why is it hateful to you ? 

fbhtge henbt. 

For the reason 
That life, and all diat speaks of life, is loyely, 
And death, and all that speaks of death, is hatefuL 

Elfins. 
The grave itself is but a covered bridge. 
Leading from light to light, through a brief dark- 
ness I 
FRiNCB HENET, emerging frcm the bridge, 

I breathe agun more freely I Ah, how ]^easant 
To come once more into the light of day. 
Out of that shadow of death ! To hear again 
The hoof-beats of our horses on firm ground. 
And not upon those hollow planks, resounding 
With a sepulchral echo, like the clods 
On coffins in a churchyard I Tender lies 
The Lake of the Four Forest-Towns, apparelled 
In light, and lingering, like a village maiden. 
Hid in the bosom of her native mountains, 
Then pouring all her life into another's, 
Changing her name and being I Overhead, 
Shaking his cloudy tresses loose in air, 
Bises Pilatus, with his windy pines. 

They paM9 on. 
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THB devil's BSID6S. 



FfiiKCB HsNBT and Elsie craasing wiih attendanU. 

OUIDB. 

This bridge is called the Devil's Bridge. 
With a single arch, from ridge to ridge, 
It leaps across the terrible chasm 
Yawning beneath us, black and deep, 
As if , in some convulsive spasm. 
The summits of the hills had cracked, 
And made a road for the cataract 
That raves and rages down the steep I 
LUdFBB, under the bridge. 

Hal hal 

oumB. 
Never any bridge but this 
Could stand across the wild abyss ; 
All the rest, of wood or stone, 
By the Devil's hand were overthrown. 
He toppled crags from the precipice. 
And whatsoe'er was built by day 
In the night was swept away; 
None could stand but this alone. 
LUdFBB, under the bridge. 

Hal ha! 

oun>B. 
I showed you in the valley a bowlder 
Marked with the imprint of his shoulder ; 
As he was bearing it up this way, 
A peasant, passing, cried, ** Herr J 6 1 " 
And the Devil dropped it in his fright. 
And vanished suddenly out of sight I 
LUdTKB, under the bridge. 

Ha! ha! 
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oun>B. 
Abbot Ginddus of Einsiedel, 
For pilgrims on their way to Borne, 
Built this at last, with a single arch, 
Under which, on its endless march, 
Bims the river, white with foam. 
Like a thread through the eye of a needle. 
And the Devil promised to let it stand, 
Under compact and condition 
That the first living thing which crossed 
Should be surrendered into his hand, 
And be beyond redemption lost. 

LUCZFBB, under the bridge, 
Hal ha I perdition! 

GUIDE. 

At leng^ the bridge being all completed, 

The Abbot, standing at its head. 

Threw across it a loaf of bread, 

Which a hungry dog sprang after. 

And the rocks reechoed with the peals of laughter 

To see the Devil thus defeated I 

They pose on, 
LuciFEB, under (he bridge* 
Hal ha! defeated! 
For journeys and for crimes like this 
I let the bridge stand o'er the abyss ! 

THB ST. GOTHABD PASS. 
PRINCE mCNET. 

This is the highest point. Two ways the rivers 
Leap down to different seas, and as they roll 
Grrow deep and still, and their majestic presence 
Becomes a benefaction to the towns 
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They visit, wandering silently among them, 
Like patriarchs old among their shining tents. 

ELSIE. 

How bleak and bare it is I Nothing but mosses 
Grrow on these rocks. 

PBINCE HENRT. 

Yet are they not forgotten ; 
Beneficent Nature sends the mists to feed them. 



See yonder little doud, that, borne aloft 
So tenderly by the wind, floats fast away 
Over the snowy peaks I It seems to me 
The body of St Catherine, borne by angek ! 

PBDCCE HENBT. 

Thou art St. Catherine, and invisible angels 
Bear thee across these chasms and precipices, 
Lest thou shouldst dash thy feet against a stone I 



Would I were borne unto my grave, as she was, 
Upon angelic shoulders I Even now 
I seem uplifted by them, light as air I 
What sound is that ? 

PBINCE HEHBT. 

The tumbling avalanches I 



How awful, yet how beautiful I 

PBZKCB HEIVBT. 

These are 
The voices of the mountains I Thus they ope 
Their snowy lips, and speak unto each otiber, 
In the primeval language, lost to man. 



What land is this that spreads itself beneath us ? 
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FBINCE HSNBT. 

Italy! Italy! 

ELSIE. 

Land of the Madonna! 
How beautiful it is I It seems a garden 
Of Paradise! 

PBINCE HENKT. 

Nay, of Gethsemane 
To thee and me, of passion and of prayer ! 
Yet onoe of Paradise. Long years ago 
I wandered as a youth among its bowers, 
And never from my heart has faded quite 
Its memory, that, like a summer sunset, 
Encircles with a ring of purple light 
All the horizon of my youth. 

GUIDE. 

O friends ! 
The days are short, the way before us long; 
We must not linger, if we think to reach 
The inn at Belinzona before vespers I 

They pass on, 

AT THE FOOT OF THE ALPS. 

A halt under the trees at noon. 

FBINCE HENRY. 

Here let us pause a moment in the trembling 
Shadow and sunshine of the roadside trees. 
And, our tired horses in a group assembling. 
Inhale long draughts of this delicious breeze. 
Our fleeter steeds have distanced our attendants 
They lag behind us with a slower pace ; 
We will await them under the green pendants 
Of the great willows in this shady place. 
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Ho, Barbarosaa ! how thy mottled haunches 
Sweat with this canter over hill and glade t 
Stand still, and let these overhanging branches 
Fan thy hot sides and comfort thee with shade I 

EIi9IE. 

What a delightful landscape spreads before ns. 
Marked with a whitewashed cottage here and 

there! 
And, in luxuriant garlands drooping o*er us. 
Blossoms of grape-yines scent the sunny air, 

PBZKCK HIEiniT. 

Hark I what sweet sounds are those, whose accents 

holy 
ill! the warm noon with music sad and sweet I 



It is a band of pilgrims, moving slowly 
On their long journey, with uncovered feet. 
PiLGBDfs, chanHng the Hymn of St Hildebert 
Me receptet Sion iUa, 
Sion David, urbs tranquilla, 
Cujus faber auctor luds, 
Cujus portse lignum cruois, 
Cujus daves lingua Petri, 
Cujus dves semper Iseti, 
Cujus muri lapis vivus, 
Cujus oustos Bex f estivus I 

LUCIFER, as a FHar in the procession. 
Here am I, too, in the pious band. 
In the garb of a barefooted Carmelite dressed ! 
The soles of my feet are as hard and tanned 
As the conscience of old Pope Hildebrand, 
The Holy Satan, who made the wives 
Of the bishops lead such shameful lives. 
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All day long I beat my breast, 

And chant with a most particular zest 

The Latin hymns, which I understand 

Quite as well, I think, as the rest. 

And at night such lodging in bams and sheds, 

Such a hurly-burly in country inns, 

Such a clatter of tongues in empty heads. 

Such a helter-skelter of prayers and sins I 

Of all the contrivances of the time 

For sowing broadcast the seeds of crime. 

There is none so pleasing to me and mine 

As a pilgrimage to some far-off shrine ! 

PRINCE HENRT. 

If from the outward man we judge the inner. 
And cleanliness is godliness, I fear 
A hopeless reprobate, a hardened sinner, 
Must be that Carmelite now passing near. 

LUCIFEB. 

There is my German Prince again. 

Thus far on his journey to Salem, 

And the lovesick girl, whose heated brain 

Is sowing the cloud to reap the rain ; 

But it 's a long road that has no turn I 

Let them quietly hold their way, 

I have also a part in the play. 

But first I must act to my heart's content 

This mummery and this merriment. 

And drive this motley flock of sheep 

Into the fold, where drink and sleep 

The jolly old friars of Benevent. 

Of a truth, it often provokes me to laugh 

To see these beggars hobble along. 

Lamed and maimed, and fed upon chaff. 
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Cbanting their wonderful pi£E and paff, 
And, to make np for not nnderstanding the 8ong, 
Singing it fiercely, and wild, and strong I 
Were it not for my magio garters and staff, 
And the goblets of goodly wine I qnaff , 
And the mischief I make in the idle throng, 
I should not continue the business long, 

PZLOBDfs, dianUing. 
In h&o nrbe, lux solennis, 
Ver SBtemum, pax perennis ; 
In hfic odor implens c»los. 
In hAc semper festum melost 

F1UNCB HENRT. 

Do you observe that monk among the train. 
Who pours from his great throat the roaring 

bass. 
As a cathedral spout pours out the rain. 
And this way turns his rubicund, round face? 



It is the same who, on the Strasburg square. 
Preached to the people in the open air. 

PBDCCB HENBT. 

And he hascrossed o'er mountain, field, and fell. 
On that good steed, that seems to bear him well. 
The hackney of the Friars of Orders Gray, 
His own stout legs I He, too, was in the play, 
Both as King Herod and Ben IsraeL 
Good morrow, Friar ! 

FBIAB CUTHBEBT. 

Good morrow, noble Sir I 

FBDI CB HXXBT. 

I speak in German, for, unless I err. 
You are a German. 
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FBIAB CXrrHBSBT. 

I cannot gainBay you. 
But by what instinct, or what secret sign. 
Meeting me here, do you straightway divine 
That northward of the Alps my country lies? 

FBINCE HEXKT. 

Your accent, like St. Peter's, would betray you. 
Did not your yellow beard and your blue eyes. 
Moreover, we have seen your face before, 
And heard you preach at the Cathedral door 
On Easter Sunday, in the Strasburg square. 
We were among the crowd that gathered there, 
And saw you play the Babbi with great skill. 
As if, by leaning o'er so many years 
To walk with little children, your own will 
Had caught a childish attitude from theirs, 
A kind of stooping in its form and gait. 
And could no longer stand erect and straight. 
Whence come you now? 

FBXAR CUTELBEBT. 

From the old monastery 
Of Hirschau, in the forest ; being sent 
Upon a pilgrimage to Benevent, 
To see the image of the Virgin Mary, 
That moves its holy eyes, and sometimes speaks. 
And lets the piteous tears run down its cheeks, 
To touch the hearts of the impenitent. 

FRINGE HEKBT. 

Oh, had I faith, as in the days gone by. 
That knew no doubt, and feared no mystery I 

LUCDIER, at a distance. 
Ho, Cuthbert I Friar Cuthbert ! 
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FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Farewell, Prince I 
I oannot stay to argae and convince. 

FRZNCB HENRT. 

This is indeed the blessed Mary's land. 
Virgin and Mother of our dear Bedeemer I 
All hearts are toaohed and softened at her name, 
Alike the bandit, with the bloody hand. 
The priest, the prince, the scholar, and the peas- 
ant, 
The man of deeds, the visionary dreamer, 
Pay homage to her as one ever present ! 
And even as children, who have much offended 
A too indulgent father, in great shame. 
Penitent, and yet not daring unattended 
To go into his presence, at the gate 
Speak with their sbter, and confiding wait 
Till she goes in before and intercedes ; 
So men, repenting of their evil deeds, 
And yet not venturing rashly to draw near 
With theb requests an angry father's ear. 
Offer to her their prayers and their confession. 
And she for them in heaven makes intercession. 
And if our Faith had given us nothing more 
Than this example of all womanhood. 
So mild, so merciful, so strong, so good, 
So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure. 
This were enough to prove it higher and truer 
Than all the creeds the world had known before. 

vwamSM^ chanting afar off. 
Urbs ooelestis, urbs beata, 
Supra petram oollocata, 
Urbs in potta satis toto 
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De longinquo te saluto, 
Te saluto, te suspiro, 
Te affecto, te requiro I 

THB INN AT GENOA. 

A terrace oveHookmg the $ea> Nigki. 

PRINCE HSNBT. 

It is the sea, it is the sea, 
In all its yagae immensity, 
Fading and darkening in the distaneel 
Silent, majestieal, and slow, 
The white ships hannt it to and fro, 
With all their ghostly sails unfurled, 
As phantoms from another world 
Haunt the dim confines of existence I 
But ah ! how few can comprehend 
Their signals, or to what good end 
From land to land they come and go I 
Upon a sea more vast and dark 
The spirits of the dead embark, 
All voyaging to unknown coasts. 
We wave our farewells from the shore. 
And they depart, and come no more, 
Or come as phantoms and as ghosts. 

Above the darksome sea of death 
Looms the great life that is to be, 
A land of doud and mystery, 
A dim mirage, with shapes of men 
Long dead, and passed beyond our ken. 
Awe-struck we gaze, and hold our breath 
Till the fair pageant vanisheth. 
Leaving us in perplexity. 
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And donbtful whether it has been 
A vision of the world unseen, 
Or a bright image of our own 
Against the sky in vapors thrown. 

LUCiFEBy singing from the mo. 

Thou didst not make it, thou oanst not mend it, 

But thou hast the power to end it I 

The sea is silent, the sea is discreet, 

Deep it lies at thy very feet ; 

There is no confessor like unto Death I 

Thou canst not see him, but he is near ; 

Thou needest not whisper above thy breath, 

And he will hear ; 

He will answer the questions. 

The vag^e surmises and suggestions, 

That fill thy soul with doubt and fear I 

PBZKCB HEHBT. 

The fisherman, who lies afloat. 

With shadowy sail, in yonder boat, 

Is singing softly to the Night I 

But do I comprehend aright 

The meaning of the words he sung 

So sweetly in his native tongue ? 

Ak yes I the sea is still and deep. 

All things within its boeom sleep I 

A single step, and all is o'er ; 

A plunge, a bubble, and no more ; 

And thou, dear Elsie, wilt be free 

From martjrrdom and agony. 

SLSiE, coming from her ehamher upon ihe terraee* 

The night is calm and cloudless, 

And still as still can be. 

And the stars come forth to listen 
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To the musio of the sea. 
They gather, and gather, and gather, 
Until they crowd the sky, 
And listen, in breathless silenoe. 
To the solemn litany. 
It begins in rooky caverns. 
As a voice that chants alone 
To the pedals of the organ 
In monotonous undertone ; 
And anon from shelving beaches, 
And shallow sands beyond, 
^ In snow-white robes uprising 
The ghostly choirs respond. 
And sadly and unceasing 
The mournful voice sings on. 
And the snow-white choirs still answer 
Christe eleison I 

PRINCE HENBT. 

Angel of God I thy finer sense perceives 

Celestial and perpetual harmonies I 

Thy purer soul, that trembles and believes. 

Hears the archangel's trumpet in the breease. 

And where the forest rolls, or ocean heaves, 

Cecilia's organ sounding in the seas. 

And tongues of prophets speaking in the leaves. 

But I hear discord only and despair, 

And whispers as of demons in the air I 

AT SEA. 
IL PADRONE. 

The wind upon our quarter lies. 
And on before the freshening gale. 
That fills the snow-white lateen sail, 
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Swifdy our light felucca flies. 
Around, the billows burst and foam ; 
They lift her o'er the sunken rook, 
They beat her sides with many a shock, 
And then upon their flowing dome 
They poise her, like a weathercock t 
Between us and the western skies 
The hills of Corsica arise ; 
Eastward, in yonder long blue line. 
The smnmits of the Apennine, 
And southward, and still far away, 
Salerno, on its sunny bay. 
You cannot see it, where it lies. 

FRIKCE HENBT. 

Ah, would that never more mine eyes 
Might see its towers by night or day I 



Behind us, dark and awfully. 
There comes a doud out of the sea. 
That bears the form of a hunted deer. 
With hide of brown, and hoofs of black. 
And antlers laid upon its back. 
And fleeing fast and wild with fear. 
As if the hounds were on its track I 

PBDCCB HEHBT. 

Lo ! while we gaze, it breaks and falls 
In shapeless masses, like the walls 
Of a burnt city. Broad and red 
The fires of the descending sun 
Glare through the windows, and o'erhead. 
Athwart the vapors, dense and dun. 
Long shafts of silvery light arise. 
Like rafters that support the skies I 
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ELSIE. 

See ! from its smmnit ihe lurid levin 
Flashes downward without warning. 
As Lucifer, son of the morning, 
Fell from the battlements of heaven I 

n. PAnBONE. 
I must entreat you, friends, below ! 
The angry storm begins to blow. 
For the weather changes with the moon. 
All this morning, until noon. 
We had bafiSing winds, and sudden flaws 
Struck the sea with their cat's-paws. 
Only a little hour ago 
I waa whistling to Saint Antonio 
For a capful of wind to fill our sail. 
And instead of a breeze he has sent a gale. 
Last night I saw Saint Elmo's stars. 
With their glimmering lanterns, all at play 
On the tops of the masts and the tips of the 

spars. 
And I knew we should have foul weather to-day. 
Cheerily, my hearties t yo heave ho I 
Brail up the mainflail, and let her go 
As the winds will and Saint Antonio I 

Do you see that Livomese felucca. 
That vessel to the windward yonder. 
Running with her gunwale under? 
I was looking when the wind o'ertook her. 
She had all sail set, and the only wonder 
Is that at once the strength of die blast 
Did not carry away her mast. 
She is a galley of tiie Oran Duca, 
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That, through the fear of the Algerines, 
Convoys those lazy brigantines, 
Laden with wine and oil from Lucca. 
Now all is ready, high and low ; 
Blow, blow, good Saint Antonio t 

Ha I that is the first dash of the rain. 
With a sprinkle of spray above the rails. 
Just enough to moisten our sails. 
And make them ready for the strain. 
See how she leaps, as the blasts o'ertake her. 
And speeds away with a bone in her mouth I 
Now keep her head toward the south. 
And there is no danger of bank or breaker. 
With the breeze behind us, on we go ; 
Not too much, good Saint Antonio I 

VI. 

TH£ SCHOOL OF SALERNO. 

A traveling Scholastic affixing his Theses to the gate of the 

College. 

SCHOLASTIC. 

There, that is my gauntlet, my banner, my shield. 
Hung up as a challenge to all the field I 
One hundred and twenty-five propositions. 
Which I will maintain with the sword of the 

tongue 
Against all disputants, old and young. 
Let us see if doctors or dialecticians 
WiU dare to dispute my definitions, 
Or attack any one of my learned theses. 
Here stand I ; the end shall be as God pleases. 
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I think I have proved, by profound researches, 
The error of all those doctrines so yioious 
Of the old Areopagite Dionysius, 
That are making such terrible work in the churches, 
By Michael the Stammerer sent from the East, 
And done into Latin by that Scottish beast, 
Johannes Duns Scotus, who dares to maintain, 
In the face of the truth, the error infernal. 
That the universe is and must be eternal ; 
At first laying down, as a fact fundamental. 
That nothing with God can be accidental ; 
Then asserting that God before the creation 
Could not have existed, because it is plain 
That, had He existed, He would have created ; 
Which is begging the question that should be de- 
bated. 
And moveth me less to anger than laughter. 
All nature, he holds, is a respiration 
Of the Spirit of God, who, in breathing, hereafter 
Will inhale it into his bosom again. 
So that nothing but God alone will remain. 
And therein he contradicteth himself ; 
For he opens the whole discussion by stating. 
That God can only exist in creating. 
That question I think I have laid on the shelf I 

He goes out. Two Doeton come m disputing^ and followed hy 

pupils. 

DOCTOR SBRAFIKO. 

I, with the Doctor Seraphic, maintain. 

That a word which is only conceived in the brain 

Is a type of eternal Generation ; 

The spoken word is the Incarnation. 

line?. Brig«ii»Joliiniiai,wbodarMtoiiMiiiteiii, 
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DOCTOR CHERUBINO. 

What do I care for the Doctor Seraphic, 
With all hiB wordy chaffer and traffic ? 

DOCTOR SBRAFKNO. 

You make but a paltry show of resistance; 
Universals have no real existence I 

DOCTOR CHERUBINO. 

Tour words are but idle and empty chatter ; 
Ideas are eternally joined to matter I 

DOCTOR SERAFZNO. 

May the Lord have mercy on your position, 
Tou wretched, wrangling culler of herbs I 

DOCTOR CHKRUBZNO. 

May He send your soul to eternal perdition, 
For your Treatise on the Irregular Verbs I 

Tkeif ruth cut fighting. Two Scholan come m. 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

Monte Cassino, then, is your CoUege. 
What think you of ours here at Salem ? 

SKCOND SCHOLAR. 

To tell the truth, I arrived so lately, 

I hardly yet have had time to discern^ 

So mudi, at least, I am bound to acknowledge : 

The air seenis healthy, the buildings stately, 

And on the whole I like it greatly. 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

Yes, the air is sweet ; the Calabrian hills 

Send us down puffs of mountain air ; 

And in summer-time the sefr-breease fills 

With its coolness cknster, and court, and square. 

Then at eveiy season of the year 

Tliere are crowds of guests and travellers here ; 

Pilgriiiis, and mendicant frian, and traders 
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From th6 Levant, with figs and wine, 
And bands of wounded and sick Crusaders, 
Coming back from Palestine. 

SECOND SCHOLAB. 

And what are the studies you pursue ? 
What is the course you here go through ? 

FIBST BCHOLAB. 

The first three years of the college course 
Are given to Logic alone, as the source 
Of all that is noble, and wise, and true. 

SECOND SCHOLAB. 

That seems rather strange, I must confess, 
In a Medical School ; yet, nevertheless, 
You doubtless have reasons for that. 

FIBST SCHOLAB. 

Oh yes! 
For none but a clever dialectician 
Can hope to become a great physician ; 
That has been settled long ago. 
Lo^c makes an important part 
Of the mystery of the healing art ; 
For without it how could you hope to show 
That nobody knows so much as you know ? 
After this tibere are five years more 
Devoted whoUy to medicine, 
With lectures on chiruigical lore. 
And dissections of the bodies of swine, 
As likest the human form divine. 

SECOND SCHOLAR. 

What are the books now most in vogue? 

FIRST SCHOLAB. 

Quite an extensive catalogue ; 
Mostly, howeyer, books of our own ; 
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Ab Grariopontos' FaBdonarins, 

And the writings of Matthew Platearius ; 

And a volume universally known 

As the Begimen of the School of Salem, 

For Robert of Normandy written in terse 

And very el^;ant Latin verse. 

Each of these writings has its turn. 

And when at length we have finished these, 

Then comes the struggle for degrees, 

With all the oldest and ablest critics ; 

The public thesis and disputation. 

Question, and answer, and explanation 

Of a passage out of Hippocrates, 

Or Aristotle's Analytics. 

There the triumphant Magister stands I 

A book is solemnly placed in his handa, 

On which he swears to f oUow the rule 

And ancient forms of the good old School ; 

To report if any confectionarius 

Mingles his drugs with matters various, 

And to visit his patients twice a day, 

And once in the night, if they live in town, 

And if they are poor, to take no pay. 

Having faithfully promised these, 

His head is crowned with a laurel crown ; 

A kiss on his cheek, a ring on his hand. 

The Magister Artium et Fhysices 

Ooes forth from the school like a lord of the 

land. 
And now, as we have the whole morning before us. 
Let us go in, if you make no objection. 
And listen awhile to a learned prelection 
On Marcus Aurelius Cassiodorus. 
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They go in. Enter Lucifeb om a Doctor, 

LUCIFKB. 

This is the great School of Salem ! 

A hmd of wrangling and of quarrels, 

Of brains that seethe, and hearts that bum. 

Where every emuloos scholar hears, 

In every breath that comes to his ears, 

The rustling of another's laurels I 

The air of the place is called salubrious ; 

The neighborhood of Vesuvius lends it 

An odor volcanic, that rather mends it, 

And the buildings have an aspect lugubrious. 

That inspires a feeling of awe and terror 

Into the heart of the beholder. 

And befits such an ancient homestead of error. 

Where the old falsehoods moulder and smoulder, 

And yearly by many hundred hands 

Are carried away, in the zeal of youth. 

And sown like tares in the field of truth. 

To blossom and ripen in other lands. 

What have we here, afiBxed to the gate ? 
The challenge of some scholastic wight, 
Who wishes to hold a public debate 
On sundry questions wrong or right I 
Ah, now this is my great delight I 
For I have often observed of late 
That such discussions end in a fight. 
Let us see what the learned wag maintains 
With such a prodigal waste of brains. 

Reads, 
** Whether angels in moving from place to place 
Pass through the intermediate space. 
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Wliether God himBolf is the author of evil, 

Or whether that is the work of the Devil. 

When, where, and wherefore Lucifer fell, 

And whether he now is chained in helL" 

I think I can answer that question well ! 

So long as the boastful human mind 

Consents in such miUs as this to grind, 

I sit very firmly upon my throne ! 

Of a truth it almost makes me laugh, 

To see men leaving the golden grain 

To gather in piles the pitiful chaff 

That old Peter Lombard thrashed with his brain, 

To have it caught up and tossed again 

On the horns of the Dumb Qz of Cologne ! 

But my guests approach ! there is in the air 

A fragrance, like that of the Beautiful Garden 

Of Paradise, in the days that were I 

An odor of innocence and of prayer. 

And of love, and faith that never fails. 

Such as the fresh young heart exhales 

Before it begins to wither and harden ! 

I cannot breathe such an atmosphere I 

My soul is filled with a nameless fear. 

That, after all my trouble and pain. 

After all my restless endeavor. 

The youngest, fairest soul of the twain. 

The most ethereal, most divine. 

Will escape from my hands for ever and ever. 

But the other is already mine I 

Let him live to corrupt his race. 

Breathing among them, with every breath. 

Weakness, selfishness, and the base 
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And piisillammoiis fear of death. 
I know his nature, and I know 
That of all who in my ministry 
Wander the great earth to and fro, 
And on my errands come and go, 
The safest and subtlest are such as he. 

Enter Pbincb HsiotY and Elsie, toUh attendaiUM, 

PRINCE HENBY. 

Can you direct us to Friar Angelo ? 

LUCIFEB. 

He stands before you. 

FBINCE HENBY. 

Then you know our purpose. 
I am Prince Henry of Hoheneck, and this 
The maiden that I spake of in my letters. 

LUCIFER. 

It is a very grave and solemn business I 
We must not be precipitate. Does she 
Without compulsion, of her own free will. 
Consent to this? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Against all opposition. 
Against all prayers, entreaties, protestations. 
She will not be persuaded. 

LUCIFER. 

That is strange I 
Have you thought well of it ? 

ELSIE. 

I come not here 
To argue, but to die. Your business is not 
To question, but to kill me. I am ready. 
I am impatient to be gone from here 
Ere any thoughts of earth disturb again 
The spirit of tranquilliiy within me. 
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PRINCE HENRY. 

Would I had not come here! Would I were dead, 

And thou wert in thy cottage in the f oiest. 

And hadflt not known me I Why have I done 

this? 
Let me go back and die. 



It cannot be; 
Not if these cold, flat stones on which we tread 
Were coulters heated white, and yonder gateway 
Flamed like a fomaoe with a sevenfold heat. 
I must fulfil my purpose. 

PRINCE HENRT. 

I forbid iti 
Not one step further. For I only meant 
To put thus far thy courage to the proof. 
It is enough. I, too, have strength to die, 
For thou hast taught me I 



O my Prince I remember 
Your promises. Let me fulfil my errand. 
You do not look on life and death as I do. 
There are two angels, that attend unseen 
Each one of us, and in great books record 
Our good and evil deeds. He who writes down 
The good ones, after every action closes 
His volume, and ascends with it to Grod. 
The other keeps his dreadful day-book open 
Till sunset, that we may repent ; which doing. 
The record of the action fades away. 
And leaves a line of white across the page. 
Now if my act be good, as I believe, 

IiD0 dL Now if my act be good, m I boUoro it, 
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It cannot be recallecL It is already 

Sealed up in heaven, as a good deed aooomplished* 

The rest is yours. Why wait you ? I am ready. 

To her attendants. 

Weep not, my friends I rather rejoice with me. 
I shall not feel the pain, but shall be gone. 
And you will have another friend in heaven. 
Then start not at the crealdng of the door 
Through which I pass. I see what lies beyond it. 

To Prince Henry. 
And you, O Prince ! bear back my benison 
Unto my father's house, and all within it. 
This morning in the church I prayed for them. 
After confession, after absolution, 
When my whole soul was white, I prayed for 

them. 
Ood will take care of them, they need me not. 
And in your life let my remembrance linger. 
As something not to trouble and disturb it, 
But to complete it, adding life to life. 
And if at times beside the evening fire 
You see my face among the other faces. 
Let it not be regarded as a ghost 
That haunts your house, but as a g^est that loves 

you. 
Nay, even as one of your own family, 
Widiout whose presence there were something 

wanting. 
I have no more to say. Let us go in. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Friar Angelo I I charge you on your life. 
Believe not what she says, for she is mad, 
And comes here not to die, but to be healed. 
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BL8IB. 

Alas I Prince Heniy I 

LUCIFEB. 

Come widi me ; this way. 

Elbde ^oe$ «n wUh Lucifer, who thrusts Prince Heitbt back 

and closes the door. 

PRINCE HBNRT. 

Gone! and the light of all my life gone with 

her I 
A sadden darkness falls upon the world I 
Oh, what a vile and abject thing am I, 
That purchase length of days at siich a cost I 
Not by her death alone, but by the death 
Of all that 's good and true and noble in me I 
AU manhood, ezcellenoe, and self-respect, 
All love, and faith, and hope, and heart are dead ! 
All my divine nobility of nature 
By this one act is forfeited forever. 
I am a Prince in nothing but in name I 

To the attendants. 
Why did you let this horrible deed be done ? 
Why did you not lay hold on her, and keep her 
From self-destruction ? Angelo I murderer I 
Struggles at the door, but cannot open it, 

ELBIRtWUhm, 

Farewell, dear Prince ! fareweU I 

PRINCE HENRY. 



Unbar the door ! 



LUCIFER. 

It is too late ! 



PRINCE HENRT. 

It shall not be too late I 
Theg burst the door open and rush in. 
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THE FASM-HOUSE IN THE ODENWAU). 

Ubsula tpinnrng, A summer afternoon, A table ipread, 

UBBULA. 

I have marked it well, — it must be trae, — 
Death never takes one alone, bat two ! 
Whenever he enters in at a door, 
Under roof of gold or roof of thatch. 
He always leaves it upon the latch, 
And comes again ere the year is o'er. 
Never one of a household only I 
Perhaps it is a mercy of God, 
Lest the dead there under the sod, 
In the land of strangers, should be lonely I 
Ah me I I think I am lonelier here I 
It is hard to go, — but harder to stay I 
Were it not for the children, I should pray 
That Death would take me within the year ! 
And Grottlieb ! — he is at work all day, 
In the sunny field, or the forest murk. 
But I know that his thoughts are tax away, 
I know that his heart is not in his work ! 
And when he comes home to me at night 
He is not cheery, but sits and sighs, 
And I see the great tears in his eyes. 
And try to be cheerful for his sake. 
Only the children's hearts are light. 
Mine is weary, and ready to break. 
God help us I I hope we have done right ; 
We thought we were acting for the best ! 

Looking through the open door. 

Who is it coming under the trees ? 
A man, in the Prince's livery dressed ! 

Heading. Tm Coxtaob or tbi OniirwALDk 
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He looks about l)im with doubtful face, 

Ab if uncertain of the place. 

He stops at the beehiyes ; — now he sees 

The garden gate ; — he is going past ! 

Can he be afraid of the bees ? 

No ; he is coming in at last I 

He fills my heart with strange alarm I 

EfUer Q FoTtsttr, 

FOBESTER. 

Is this the tenant GottlieVs farm ? 

UBSULA. 

This is his farm, and I his wife. 

Pray sit. What may your business be I 

FOBESTER. 

News from the Prince I 

UBSULA. 

Of deaUiorlife? 

FOBESTER. 

Yon put your questions eagerly ! 

URSULA. 

Answer me, then ! How is the Prince ? 

FORESTER. 

I left him only two hours since 
Homeward returning down the river, 
As strong and well as if God, the Griver, 
Had given him back his youth again. 
URSULA, despairing. 

Then Elsie, my poor child, is dead ! 

FORESTER. 

That, my good woman, I have not said. 
Don*t cross the bridge till you come to it, 
Is a proverb old, and of excellent wit. 

URSULA. 

Keep me no longer in this pain ! 
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FORE8TEB. 

It is tnie your daughter is no more ; — 
That is, the peasant she was before. 

UBSUUL 

Alas ! I am simple and lowly bred, 
I am poor, distracted, and forlorn. 
And it is not well that you of the court 
Should mock me thus, and make a sport 
Of a joyless mother whose child is dead, 
For you, too, were of mother bom I 

FORESTEB. 

Tour daughter liyes, and the Prince is well ! 
You will leam erelong how it all bef elL 
Her heart for a moment never failed ; 
But when they reached Salerno's gate, 
The Prince's nobler self prevailed^ 
And saved her for a noble &ite. 
And he was healed, in his despair. 
By the touch of St. Matthew's sacred bones ; 
Though I think the long ride in the open air. 
That pilgrimage over stocks and stones. 
In the miracle must come in for a share I 

UBSUIiA. 

Virgin I who lovest the poor and lowly, 

If the loud cry of a mother's heart 

Can ever ascend to where thou art, 

Into thy blessed hands and holy 

Beceive my prayer of praise and thanksgiving ! 

Let the hands that bore our Saviour bear it 

Into the awful presence of Grod ; 

For thy feet with holiness are shod, 

And if thou bearest it He will hear it. 

Our child who was dead again is living I 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND 286 

FORESTER. 

I did not tell you she was dead ; 
If you thought so 't was no &iult of mine ; 
At this very moment, while I speak, 
They are sailing homeward down the Bhine, 
In a splendid barge, with golden prow, 
And decked with banners white and red 
As the colors on your daughter's cheek. 
They call her the Lady Alicia now ; 
For the Prince in Salerno made a vow 
That Elsie only would he wed* 

URSULA. 

Jesu Maria ! what a change I 

All seems to me so weird and strange t 

VORXSTER. 

I saw her standing on the deck. 

Beneath an awning cool and shady ; 

Her cap of velvet could not hold 

The tresses of her hair of gold. 

That flowed and floated like the stream, 

And fell in masses down her neck. 

As fair and lovely did she seem 

As in a story or a dream 

Some beautiful and foreign lady. 

And the Prince looked so grand and proud. 

And waved his hand thus to the crowd 

That gased and shouted from the shore. 

All down the river, long and loud. 

URSULA. 

We shall behold our child once more ; 
She is not dead I She is not dead I 
Grodf listening, must have overheard 
The prayers, that, without sound or word, 
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Our hearts in secrecy have said I 
Oh, bring me to her; for mine eyes 
Are hungry to behold her face ; 
My very soul within me cries ; 
My very hands seem to caress her, 
To see her, gaze at her, and bless her ; 
Dear Elsie, child of God and grace I 

CheM out toward the garden, 

FOBESTEB. 

There goes the good woman out of her head ; 

And Grottlieb's supper is waiting here ; * 

A very capacious flagon of beer, 

And a very portentous loaf of bread. 

One would say his grief did not much oppress 

him. 
Here's to the health of the Prince, God bless 

him! 

He drinks. 

Ha ! it buzzes and stings like a hornet I 
And what a scene there, through the door ! 
The forest behind and the garden before, 
And midway an old man of threescore, 
With a wife and children that caress him. 
Let me try still further to cheer and adorn it 
With a merry, echoing blast of my comet I 

Goes out blowing his horn, 

THE CASTLE OF VAUTSBEBG ON THE BHINE. 

Prince Henrt and Elsie standing on the terrace at evening. 
The sound of hells heard from a distance, 

PRINCE HENRY. 

We are alone. The wedding guests 

Ride down the hill, with plumes and doaks, 
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And the descending dark invests 
The Niederwald, and all the nests 
Among its hoar and haunted oaks. 



What bells are those, that ring so slow. 
So mellow, musical, and low ? 

FBIKCE HENBY. 

They are the bells of Geisenheim, 



j 
That with their melancholy chime I 



Ring out the curfew of the sun. 



Listen, beloyed. 

FBmCE HENBT. 

They are done I 
Dear Elsie ! many years ago 
Those same soft beUs at eventide 
Bang in the ears of Charlemagne, 
As, seated by Fastrada's side 
At Ingelheim, in all his pride 
He heard their sound with secret pain. 

ELSDE. 

Their voices only speak to me 
Of peace and deep tranquillity. 
And endless confidence in thee I 

FBINCE HENBT. 

Thou knowest the story of her ring. 

How, when the court went back to Aix, 

Fastrada died ; and how the king 

Sat watching by her night and day. 

Till into one of the blue lakes. 

Which water that delicious land. 

They cast the ring, drawn from her hand ; 

UmM. SlMlmtortlHitdalkloiubiMl, 
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And the great monarch sat serene 
And sad beside the fated shore, 
Nor left the land forevemiore. 



That was tme love. 

FBINCE HEMRT. 

For him the queen 
Ne'er did what thou hast done for me. 

ELSIE. 

Wilt thou as fond and faithful be ? 
Wilt thou so love me after death ? 

PRINCE HENRT. 

In life's delight, in death's dismay, 
In storm and sunshine, night and daj, 
In health, in sickness, in decay, 
Here and hereafter, I am thine ! 
Thou hast Fastrada's ring. Beneath 
The calm, blue waters of thine eyes. 
Deep in thy steadfast soul it lies. 
And, undisturbed by this world's breath. 
With magic light its jewels shine I 
This golden ring, which thou hast worn 
Upon thy finger since the mom. 
Is but a symbol and a semblance. 
An outward fashion, a remembrance. 
Of what thou wearest within unseen, 
O my Fastrada, O my queen I 
Behold I the hill-tops all aglow 
With purple and with amethyst ; 
While the whole valley deep below 
Is filled, and seems to overflow. 
With a fast-rising tide of mist. 
The evening air grows damp and chill ; 
Let us go in. 
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Ah, not so 800IU 
See yonder fire I It is the moon 
Slow rising o'er the eastern hilL 
It glimmers on the forest tips. 
And through the dewy foliage drips 
In little rividets of light, 
And makes the heart in love with night. 



Oft on this terrace, when the day 
Was closing, have I stood and gased. 
And seen the landscape fade away, 
And the white vapors rise and drown 
Hamlet and vineyard, tower and town, 
While far above the hill-tops blazed. 
But then another hand than thine 
Was gently held and dasped in mine ; 
Another head upon my breast 
Was laid, as thine is now, at rest* 
Why dost thou lift those tender eyes 
With so much sorrow and surprise ? 
A minstrel's, not a maiden's hand, 
Was that which in my own was pressed* 
A manly form usurped thy place, 
A beautiful, but bearded face. 
That now is in the Holy Land, 
Yet in my memory from afar 
Is shining on us like a star. 
But linger not. For while I speak, 
A sheeted spectre white and tall, 
The cold mist climbs the castle wall. 
And lays his hand upon thy cheek I 

Tkey gom. 
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EPILOGUE. 

THE TWO RECORDING ANGELS ASCENDING. 
THE ANGEL OF GOOD DEEDS, foith dosed hock. 

God sent his messenger the rain, 
And said unto the mountain brook, 
** Rise up, and from thy cayems look 
And leap, with naked, snow-white feet, 
From the cool hills into the heat 
Of the broad, arid plain.' 



» 



God sent his messenger of faith. 
And whispered in the maiden's heart, 
** Bise up, and look from where thou art. 
And scatter with unselfish hands 
Thy freshness on the barren sands 
And solitudes of Death." 

O beauty of holiness, 

Of self-f orgetfulness, of lowliness ! 

O power of meekness. 

Whose very gentleness and weakness 

Are like the yielding, but irresistible air I 

Upon the pages 

Of the sealed volume that I bear, 

The deed divine 

Is written in characters of gold, 

That never shall grow old. 

But through all ages 

Bum and shine. 

With soft efiEulgence I 

O God I it is thy indulgence 
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That fills the world with the blisa 
Of a good deed like this I 

THE ANGEL OF EVIL DEBD6, wUk Opm booL 

Not yet, not yet 

Is the red sun wholly set, 

But evermore recedes, 

While open stiU I bear 

The Book of Evil Deeds, 

To let the breathings of the upper air 

Visit its pages and erase 

The records from its face I 

Fainter and fainter as I gaze 

In the broad blaze 

The glimmering landscape shines, 

And below me the black river 

Is hidden by wreaths of vapor I 

Fainter and fadnter the black lines 

Begin to quiver 

Along the whitening surface of the paper ; 

Shade after shade 

The terrible words grow &int and fade. 

And in their place 

Suns a white space I 

Down goes the son I 

Bat the soul of one. 

Who by lepeotaooe 

Hath eec a ped the dreadful sentence. 

Shines brig^ below me as I loc^ 

It is Ae end! 

With ebwsd Book 

To God do I 
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Lo I over the mountun gtoeps 

A dark, gigantio ahadow sweeps 

Beneath my feet ; 

A blackness inwardly brightening 

With sullen heat, 

As a stoim-cloud lurid with lightning. 

And a cry of lamentation, 

Bepeated and again repeated. 

Deep and loud 

As the reyerberation 

Of doud answering unto doud, 

Swells and rolls away in the distance, 

As if the sheeted 

Lightning retreated. 

Baffled and thwarted by the wind's resistance. 

It is Lucifer, 

The son of mystery ; 

And since Grod suffers him to be, 

He, too, is God's minister. 

And labors for some good 

By us not understood I 



SECOND INTEBLUDE 

MARTIN LUTHER 

A chamber m the Wartimrg. Morning. Mamtox Luthxb 

tenting* 

MARTIN LUTUJUL 

Our God, a Tower of Strength is He, 
A goodly wall and weapon ; 
From all onr need He helps ns free. 
That now to us doth happen. 

The old evil foe 

Doth in earnest grow. 

In grim armor dight. 

Much guile and great might ; 
On earth there is none like him. 

Oh yes ; a tower of strength indeed, 
A present help in all our need, 
A sword and buckler is our God. 
Innocent men have walked unshod 
O'er burning ploughshares, and have trod 
Unharmed on serpents in their path, 
And laughed to scorn the Devil's wrath I 

Safe in this Wartburg tower I stand 
Where God hath led me by the hand, 
And look down, with a heart at ease. 
Over the pleasant neighborhoods, 
Over the vast Thuringian Woods, 
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With flash of riyer, and gloom of trees, 

With castles crowning the dizzy heights, 

And farms and pastoral delights, 

And the morning pouring everywhere 

Its golden glory on the air. 

Safe, yes, safe am I here at last. 

Safe &om the overwhelming blast 

Of the mouths of Hell, that followed me fast, 

And the howling demons of despair 

That hunted me like a beast to his lair. 

Of oar own might we nothing can ; 
We soon are unprotected ; 
There fighteth for us the right Man, 
Whom God himself elected, 

Who is He ; ye exclaim ? 

Christos is his name, 

Lord of Sabaoth, 

Very Gk>d in troth ; 
The field He holds forever. 

Nothing can vex the Devil more 
Than the name of Hha whom we adore. 
Therefore doth it delight me best 
To stand in the choir among the rest. 
With the great organ trumpeting 
Through its metallic tubes, and sing : 
JSt verbum caro factum est 1 
These words the Devil cannot endure, 
For he knoweth their meaning well I 
Him they trouble and repel. 
Us they comfort and allure. 
And happy it were, if our delight 
Were as great as his affright I 
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Yea, miudc is the Prophets' art ; 
Among the gifts that Grod hath sent, 
One of the most magnificent I 
It calms the agitated heart ; 
Temptations, evil thoughts, and all 
The passions that disturb the soul. 
Are quelled by its divine control. 
As the Evil Spirit fled from Saul, 
And his distemper was allayed. 
When David took his harp and played. 

This world may full of Devils be, 
All ready to devour us ; 
Yet not 80 sore afraid are we, 
They shall not overpower us. 

This World's Prince, howe'er 

Fierce he may appear, 

He can harm us not, 

He is doomed, God wot I 
One little word can slay him I 

Incredible it seems to some 

And to myself a mystery. 

That such weak flosh and blood as we. 

Armed with no other shield or sword. 

Or other weapon than the Word, 

Should combat and should overcome, 

A spirit powerful as he I 

He summons forth the Pope of Bome 

With all his diabolic crew. 

His shorn and shaven retinue 

Of priests and children of the dark ; 

Eilll kiUI they cry, the 

Who rouseth up all Christendom 
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Against us ; and at one fell blow 
Seeks the whole Church to overthrow I 
Not yet ; my hour is not yet come. 

Yesterday in an idle mood, 

Hunting with others in the wood, 

I did not pass the hours in yain, 

For in the very heart of all 

The joyous tumult raised around, 

Shouting of men, and baying of hound. 

And the bugle's blithe and cheery call, 

And echoes answering back again. 

From crags of the distant mountain chain, — 

In the very heart of this, I found 

A mystery of grief and pain. 

It was an image of the power 

Of Satan, hunting the world about, 

With his nets and traps and well-trained dogs, 

His bishops and priests and theologues, 

And all the rest of the rabble rout, 

Seeking whom he may doTOur I 

Enough have I had of hunting hares, 

Enough of these hours of idle mirth. 

Enough of nets and traps and gins I 

The only hunting of any worth 

Is where I can pierce with javelins 

The cunning foxes and wolves and bears. 

The whole iniquitous troop of beasts. 

The Boman Pope and the Roman priests 

That sorely infest and afiSict the earth ! 

Ye nuns, ye singing birds of the air I 
The fowler hath caught you in his snare, 
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And keeps jou safe in liis gilded cage, 
Singing the song that never tires, 
To lure down others from their nests ; 
How ye flatter and beat yonr breasts, 
Warm and soft with young desires 
Against the omel, pitiless wires, 
Bedaiming yonr lost heritage I 
Behold I a hand unbars the door. 
Ye shall be captives held no more. 

The Word they shall perforce let stand, 
And little thanks they merit! 
For He is with ub in the land, 
With gifts of his own Spirit I 

Though they take our life, 

Groods, honors, child and wife. 

Let these pass away, 

litde gain have they ; 
The Sjngdom stiU remaineth ! 

Yea, it remaineth f orevermore, 
However Satan may rage and roar, 
Though often he whispers in my ears: 
What if thy doctrines false should be ? 
And wrings from me a bitter sweat* 
Then I put him to flight with jeers. 
Saying: Saint Satan I pray for me ; 
If thou thinkest I am not saved yetl 

And my mortal foes that lie in wait 
In every avenue and gate I 
As to that odious monk John Tetzel, 
Hawking about his hollow wares 
Like a huckster at village fairs. 
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And those misohieTcnis f ellowB, Wetzd, 
Campanus, Carlstadt, Martin Cellarins, 
And all the busy, mnltifarioiis 
Heretics, and disciples of Arius, 
Half -learned, dunce-bold, dry and hard. 
They are not worthy of my regard. 
Poor and humble as I am. 

But ah I Erasmus of Rotterdam, 
He is the vilest miscreant 
That ever walked this world below I 
A Momus, making his mock and mow. 
At Papist and at Protestant, 
Sneering at St. John and St. Paul, 
At God and Man, at one and all ; 
And yet as hollow and false and drear. 
As a cracked pitcher to the ear, 
And ever growing worse and worse ! 
Whenever I pray, I pray for a curse 
On Erasmus, the Insincere I 

Philip Melancthon I thou alone 
Faithful among the faithless known. 
Thee I hail, and only thee I 
Behold the record of us three I 
Hes et verba PhUippus^ 
Hes sine verbis Lutherus ; 
Erasmus verba sine re 1 

My Philip, prayest thou for me ? 
Lifted above aU earthly care. 
From these high regions of the air. 
Among the birds that day and night 
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Upon the branches of tall trees 
Sing their lauds and litanies. 
Prabing Grod with all their might, 
My Philip, nnto thee I write. 

My Philip ! thou who knowest best 
All that is passing in this breast ; 
The spiritual agonies, 
The inward deaths, the inward hell. 
And the divine new births as well. 
That surely follow after these, 
Ab after inter foUow. spring ; 
My Philip, in the night-time sing 
This song of the Lord I send to thee ; 
And I will sing it for thy sake, 
Until our answering voices make 
A glorious antiphony, 
And choral chant of victory I 
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PROLOGUE. 

To*NiGHT we strive to read, as we may best. 
This city, like an ancient palimpsest ; 
And bring to light, npon the blotted page. 
The monmful record of an earlier age. 
That, pale and half effaced, lies hidden away 
Beneath the fresher writing of to-day. 
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Bise, then, O buried oily that hast been ; 
Bise upf rebuilded in the painted scene, 
And let onr curious eyes behold onoe more 
The pointed gable and the pent-house door, 
The Meeting-house with leaden-latticed panes, 
The narrow thoroughfares, the crooked lanes I 

Bise, too, ye shapes and shadows of the Past, 
Bise from your long-forgotten graves at last ; 
Let us behold your faces, let us hear 
The words ye uttered in those days of fearl 
Bevisit your familiar haunts again, — 
The scenes of trimnph, and the scenes of pain. 
And leave the footprints of your bleeding feet 
Once more upon the pavement of the street ! 

Nor let the Historian blame the Poet here. 
If he perchance misdate the day or year, 
And group events together, by his art. 
That in the Chronicles lie far apart ; 
For as the double stars, though sundered far. 
Seem to the naked eye a single star. 
So facts of history, at a distance seen. 
Into one common point of light convene. 

<* Why touch upon such themes ? " perhaps some 

friend 
May ask, incredulous ; **and to what good end? 
Why drag again into the light of day 
The errors of an age long passed away ? " 
I answer : ^* For the lesson that they teach : 
The tolerance of opinion and of speech. 

Une 1. Bite, then, O burled dty^tluit hM been \ 



V 



I 



THE NEW ENGLAND TRAGEDIES 808 

Hope, Faith, and Charily remain, — these three ; 
And greatest of them all is Charily." 

Let us remember, if these words be tme, 
That nnto all men Charily is due ; 
Give what we ask ; and pity, while we blame, 
Lest we become copartners in the shame. 
Lest we condemn, and yet ourselves partake, 
And persecute the dead for conscience' sake. 

Therefore it is the author seeks and strives 

To represent the dead as in their lives, 

And lets at times his characters unfold 

Their thoughts in their own language, strong and 

bold; 
He only asks of you to do the like ; 
To hear him first, and, if you will, then strike. 

ACT L 

8cKinE I. — Sunday afternoon. The interior of the Meeting- 
house. On the pulpiif an hour^Uue ; hdow, a box for con^ 
iributions. John Norton tn UtepuLpiL Governor £n- 
DicoTT m a canopied eeat^ attended by four halberdien. 
The congregation einging. 

The Lord descended from above, 
And bowed the heavens high ; 

And underneath his feet He cast 
The darkness of the sky. 

On Cherubim and Seraphim 

Right royally He rode. 
And on the wings of nu^^ify winds 

Came flying all abroad. 
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NORTON (rising and turning the hour-glass on the pulpit'), 

I heard a great voice from the temple saying 
Unto the Seven Angels, Go your ways ; 
Pour out the vials of the wrath of God 
Upon the earth. And the First Angel went 
And poured his vial on the earth ; and straight 
: There fell a noisome and a grievous sore 
: On them which had the birth-mark of the Beast, 

And them which worshipped and adored his image. 
^ On us hath fallen this g^evous pestilence. 
There is a sense of terror in the air ; 
And apparitions of things horrible 
Are seen by many. From the sky above us 
The stars fall ; and beneath us the earth quakes I 
The sound of drums at midnight from afar, 
The sound of horsemen riding to and fro. 
As if the gates of the invisible world 
Were opened, and the dead came forth to warn 

us,— 
All these are omens of some dire disaster 
Impending over us, and soon to falL 
Moreover, in the language of the Prophet, 
Death is again come up into our windows. 
To cut oS little children from without, 
And young men from the streets. And in the 

midst 
Of all these supernatural threats and warnings 
Doth Heresy uplift its horrid head ; 
A vision of Sin more awful and appalling 
Than any phantasm, ghost, or apparition. 
As arguing and portending some enlargement 
Of the mysterious Power of Darkness ! 

lina li. The loiind of dnuiM aft mMnlght. in the air, 
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Edith, harefooUd^ and dad m Bockdoih^ wUh her hair hanging 
loote upon her shouiderSf walks slowlg up the aide, followed 
hg Whabton and other Quakers. The congregation starts 
tqt in confusion, 

KDITH (to NOBTON, nitnii^ her hand). 

Peaoel 

HOBTON. 

Anathema maranatha I The Lord oometihl 

EDITH. 

Yea, verily He eometh, and shall judge 

The shepherds of Israel who do feed themselves, 

And leave their flocks to eat what they have 

trodden 
Beneath their feet. 

NOBTON. 

Be silent, babbling woman I 
St. Paul commands all women to keep silence 
Within the churches. 

KDITH. 

Yet the women prayed 
And prophesied at Corinth in his day ; 
And, among those on whom the fiery tongues 
Of Pentecost descended, some were women I 

NOETOH. 

The Elders of the Churches, by our law. 
Alone have power to open the doors of speech 
And silence in the Assembly. I command youl 



The law of Grod is greater than your laws I 

Ye build your church with blood, your town with 

crime ; 
The heads thereof give judgment for reward ; 
The priests thereof teach only, for their hire ; 
Your laws condemn the innocent to death ; 
And against this I bear my testimony I 
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NORTON. 

Wliat testimony ? 

EDITH. 

That of the Holy Spirit, 
Which, as your Calvin says, surpasseth reason. 

NORTON. 

The laborer is worthy of his hire. 

EDITH. 

Yet our great Master did not teach for hire. 
And the Apostles without purse or scrip 
Went forth to do his work. Behold this box 
Beneath thy pulpit. Is it for the poor ? 
Thou canst not answer. It is for the Priest ; 
And against this I bear my testimony. 

NORTON. 

Away with all these Heretics and Quakers I 

Quakers, forsooth I Because a quaking fell 

On Daniel, at beholding of the Vision, 

Must ye needs shake and quake ? Because Isaiak 

Went stripped and barefoot, must ye wail and 

howl? 

Must ye go stripped and naked ? must ye make 

A wailing like the dragons, and a mourning 

As of the owls ? Ye verify the adage 

That Satan is Grod's ape I Away with them I 

TvKmvU. The Quakers are driven out with violence, Edith 
following slowly. The congregation retires in confusion. 

Thus freely do the Reprobates commit 
Such measure of iniquity as fits them 
For the intended measure of God's wrath, 
And even in violating God's commands 
Are they fulfilling the divine decree I 
The will of man is but an instrument 
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Disposed aad predetermined to its action 

According unto the decree of God, 

Being as much subordinate thereto 

As is the axe onto the hewer's hand ! 

He deMcendsfram tKepulpU^ and joins Govkbkob Eivdioott, 
toko comes fonottrd to meet him. 

The omens and the wonders of the time, 
Famine, and fire, and shipwreck, and disease, 
The bhist of com, the death of our young men. 
Our sufferings in all precious, pleasant things. 
Are manifestations of the wrath divine. 
Signs of (rod's controversy with New "Knglftp^, 
These emissaries of the Evil One, 
These servants and ambassadors of Satan, 
Are but commissioned executioners 
Of God's vindictive and deserved displeasure. 
We must receive them as the Boman Bishop 
Once received Attila, saying, I rejoice 
You have come safe, whom I esteem to be 
The scourge of GK)d, sent to chastise his people. 
This very heresy, perchance, may serve 
The purposes of God to some good end. 
With you I leave it; but do not neglect 
The holy tactics of the civil sword. 

■NDICOTT. 

And what more can be done ? 

NORTON. 

The hand that cut 
The Bed Cross from the colors of the king 
Can cut the red heart from this heresy. 
Fear not. All blasphemies immediate 
And heresies turbulent must be suppressed 
By civil power. 
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ENDXCOTT. 

But in what way suppressed ? 

KOBTON. 

The Book of Deuteronomy declares 
That if thy son, thy daughter, or thy wife, 
Ay, or the friend which is as thine own soul, 
Entice thee secretly, and say to thee. 
Let us serve other gods, then shall thine eye 
Not pity him, but thou shalt surely kill him. 
And thine own hand shall be the first upon him 
To slay him. 

Ein>ICOTT. 

Four already have been slain ; 
And others banished upon pain of death. 
But they come back again to meet their doom. 
Bringing the linen for their winding-sheets. 
We must not go too far. In truth, I shrink 
From shedding of more blood. The people mur- 
mur 
At our severity. 

NORTON. 

Then let them murmur ! 
Truth is relentless ; justice never wavers ; 
The greatest firmness is the greatest mercy ; 
The noble order of the Magistracy 
Cometh immediately from God, and yet 
This noble order of the Magistracy 
Is by these Heretics despised and outraged. 

ENDICOTT. 

To-night they sleep in prison. If they die, 
They cannot say that we have caused their death. 
We do but gna^ the passage, with the sword 
Pointed towards them ; if they dash upon it, 
Their blood will be on their own heads, not ours. 



N 
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NORTON. 

Enough. I ask no more. My predecessor 
G>ped only with the milder heresies 
Of Antinomians and of Anabaptists. 
He was not bom to wrestle with these fiends. 
Chrysostom in his pnlpit ; Augustine 
In disputation ; Timodiy in his house I 
The lantern of St. Botolph's ceased to bum 
When from the portals of that church he came 
To be a burning and a shining light 
Here in the wilderness. And, as he lay 
On his death-bed, he saw me in a vision 
Bide on a snow-white horse into this town. 
His vision was prophetic ; thus I came, 
A terror to the impenitent, and Death 
On the pale horse of the Apocalypse 
To all the accursed race of Heretics I 

[ExeunL 

ScBNB n. — A street. On one tide, Nicholas Ufsall'b 
hau$e; an ike other, Waltbb Merrt's, wUh a flock of 
pigeons on the roof, Ufsall seated in theporeh of his house, 

UPS ALL. 

O day of rest I How beautiful, how fair. 
How welcome to the weary and the old ! 
Day of the Lord! and trace to earthly cares I 
Day of the Lord, as all our days should be I 
Ah, why wiU man by his austerities 
Shut out the blessed sunshine and the light, 
And make of thee a dungeon of despair I 

WALTER MERRT (entering and looking round him). 
All silent as a graveyard I No one stirring ; 
No f ootbdl in the street, no sound of voices I 
By righteous punishment and perseverance. 
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And perseverance in that punishment, 
At last I 've brought this oontiunacious town 
To strict observance of the Sabbath day. 
Those wanton gospellers, the pigeons yonder, 
Are now the only Sabbath-breakers leSt. 
I cannot put them down. As if to taunt me. 
They gather every Sabbath afternoon 
In noisy congregation on my roof, 
Billing and cooing. Whirl take that, ye Qua- 
kers. 

ThroiDS a stone ai the pigeons. Sees Ufsaix. 

Ah! Master Nicholas I 

UFSALL. 

Good afternoon, 
Dear neighbor Walter. 

USRRT. 

Master Nicholas, 
You have to-day withdrawn yourself from meeting. 

UPS ALL. 

Yea, I have chosen rather to worship Grod 
Sitting in silence here at my own door. 

Worship the Devil I You this day have broken 
Three of our strictest laws. First, by abstaining 
From public worship. Secondly, by walking 
Profanely on the Sabbath. 

UFSALL. 

Not one step. 
I have been sitting still here, seeing the pigeons 
Feed in the street and fly about the roo&. 

MERRT. 

You have been in the street with other intent 
Than going to and from the Meeting-house. 



THE NEW ENGLAND TRAGEDIES 811 

And, thirdly, you are harboring Quakers here, 
lamamasedl 

UFSALL. 

Men sometimeB, it is said, 
Entertain angek unawares. 



Niceangekl 
Angels in broad-brimmed hats and russet doaks, 
The color of the Devil's nutting-bag I They came 
Into the Meeting-house this afternoon 
More in the shape of devils than of angels. 
The women screamed and fainted ; and the boys 
Made such an uproar in the gallery 
I could not keep them quiet. 

UPSALL. 

Neighbor Walter, 
Your persecution is of no avail 



'T is prosecution, as the Gt>vemor says. 
Not persecution. 

UPSALL. 

Well, your prosecution; 
Your hangings do no good. 



The reason is. 
We do not hang enough. But, mark my words. 
We 11 scour them ; yea, I warrant ye, we 'U scour 

them I 
And now go in and entertain your angels. 
And don't be seen here in the street again 
Till after sundown I — There they are again I 

Exit Ufsall. Mbbbt ikrmot another itone ai tkepigeantf and 

then goe$ inio kii haute* 



/ 
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8cBNS m.— il room m Upball'b Aoum. NigkL Eono, 
Whabtoh, and other Quakers setUod ai o teUc UnAUi 
MetUod near them. Several hook$ on the table* 

WHABTOH. 

William and Marmadnke, onr martyred brodm» 
Sleep in untimely graves, if anglit imtimely 
Can find place in the providenoe of God, 
Where nothing oomes too early or too late. 
I saw their noble death. They to the scaffald 
Walked hand in hand. Two hundred armed nen 
And many horsemen guarded them, for fear 
Of rescue by the crowd, whose hearts were stirred. 

EBITB. 

O holy martyrs I 

WHABTOH. 

When they tried to speak. 
Their yoices by the roll of drums were drowned* 
When they were dead they still looked fresh and 

fair. 
The terror of death was not upon their faioes. 
Our sister Mary, likewise, the meek woman. 
Has passed through martyrdom to her reward ; 
Exclaiming, as they led her to her death, 
^ These many days I 've been in Paradise.** 
And, when she died. Priest Wilson threw tlie 

hangman 
His handkerchief, to cover the pale bee 
He dared not look upon. 



As perseooled. 
Yet not forsaken ; as unknown, yet known ; 
As dying, and behold we are alive; 
As sorrowful, and yet rejoicing alway ; 
As having nothing, yet possessing all! 



THE NEW ENGLAND TRAGEDIES 818 

WHABTOK. 

And Leddra, too, is dead. But from his prison. 
The day before his death, he sent these words 
Unto the little flock of Christ : '' Whatever 
May come npon the followers of the Light, — 
Distress, a£Biction, famine, nakedness, 
Or perils in the city or the sea, 
Or persecution, or even death itself, — 
I am persuaded that God's armor of Light, 
As it is loved and lived in, will preserve you* 
Yea, death itself ; through which you will find en- 
trance 
Into the pleasant pastures of the fold. 
Where you shall feed forever as the herds 
That roam at large in the low valleys of Achor. 
And as the flowing of the ocean fills 
Each creek and branch thereof, and then retires. 
Leaving behind a sweet and wholesome savor ; 
So doth the virtue and the life of (rod 
Flow evermore into the hearts of those 
Whom He hath made partakers of his nature ; 
And, when it but withdraws itself a little, 
Leaves a sweet savor after it, that many 
Can say they are made clean by every word 
That He hath spoken to them in their silence." 

■DiiH (rising, and breaking into a kind of chanf). 
Truly we do but grope here in the dark, 
Near the partition-wall of Life and Death, 
At every moment dreading or desiring 
To lay our hands upon the unseen door t 
Let us, then, labor for an inward stillness, — 
An inward stillness and an inward healing ; 
That perfect silence where the lips and heart 
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Are still, and we no longer entertain 
Our own imperfect thonghtB and vain opinions. 
But Grod alone speaks in us, and we wait 
In singleness of heart, that we may know 
His will, and in the silence of our spirits, 
That we may do His wiU, and do that only I 

A long pause, interrupted by the sound of a drum approaching; 
then shouts m the street, and a loud knocking at the door, 

MARSHAL. 

Within there I Open the door I 

MERRY. 

Will no one answer ? 

MARSHATi. 

In the Eingf s name ! Within there I 

MERRT. 

Open the door! 
UPSALL (from the window). 
It is not barred. Come in. Nothing preyents 

you. 
The poor man's door is ever on the latch. 
He needs no bolt nor bar to shut out thieves ; 
He fears no enemies, and has no friends 
Importunate enough to need a key. 

Enter John Ekdicott, the Marshal, Merrt, and a crowd. 
Seeing the Quakers silent and unmovedf they pause, otoe- 
struck, Endicott opposite Enrra. 



In the King's name do I arrest you all I 
Away with them to prison. Master XJpsall, 
You are again discovered harboring here 
These ranters and disturbers of the peace. 
You know the law. 

line 18. Inpoctoiiato enoagli to tam tbe kflj upon tham. 
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UFSALL. 

I know it, and am ready 
To suffer yet again its penalties. 

EDITH (to ENDXCOTT). 

Why dost thou persecate me, Saul of Tarsus ? 

ACT XL 
Scene I. ^ John Enbicott'b room. Early morning. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

** Why dost thou persecute me, Saul of Tarsus ? " 
All night these words were ringing in mine ears I 
A sorrowful sweet face ; a look that pierced me 
With meek reproach ; a yoice of resignation 
That had a life of suffering in its tone ; 
And that was all I And yet I could not sleep. 
Or, when I slept, I dreamed that awful dream I 
I stood beneath the elm-tree on the G>mmon 
On which the Quakers have been hanged, and 

heard 
A Yoice, not hers, that cried amid the darkness, 
** This is Aceldama, the field of blood I 
I will have mercy, and not sacrifice I '' 

Opens ike window^ and look$ out. 
The sun is up already ; and my heart 
Sickens and sinks \rithin me when I think 
How many tragedies will be enacted 
Before his setting. As the earth rolls round, 
It seems to me a huge Ldon's wheel. 
Upon whose whirling spokes we are bound fast. 
And must go vdth it I Ah, how bright the sun 
Strikes on the sea and on the masts of vessek. 
That are uplifted in the morning air, 1 

lake crosses of some peaceable crusade I 1 
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It makes me long to sail for lands unknown. 
No matter whither I Under me, in shadow. 
Gloomy and narrow lies the little town, 
Still sleeping, but to wake and toil awhile. 
Then sleep again. How dismal looks the prison. 
How grim and sombre in the sunless street, — 
The prison where she sleeps, or wakes and waits 
For what I dare not think of, — death, perhaps I 
A word that has been said may be unsaid : 
It is but air. But when a deed is done 
It cannot be undone, nor can our thoughts 
Beach out to all the mischiefs that may follow. 
'T is time for morning prayers. I wiU go down. 
My father, though severe, is kind and just ; 
And when his heart is tender with devotion, — 
When from his lips have fallen the words, ^^ For- 
give us 
As we forgive," — then will I intercede 
For these poor people, and perhaps may save 
them. iExiL 



Scene U. — Dock Square, On one tide, the tavern of the 
Three Mariners, In the background^ a quaint building with 
gables ; and, beyond U, wharves and Mpping. Captain 
Eebcpthorn and others seated at a table before ihe door, 
Samuel Cole standing near them, 

KEMFTHORN. 

Come, drink about I Bemember Parson Melham, 
And bless the man who first invented flip I 

Theg drink, 

COLE. 

Pray, Master Kempthom, where were you last 
night? 
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On board the Swallow, Simon Kempthom, master, 
Up for Barbadoes, and the Windward Ifllands. 

COLE. 

The town was in a tumult. 

KKMPTHORN. 

And for what ? 

COLB. 

Your Quakers were arrested. 



How my Quakers ? 

COLE. 

Those you brought in your vessel from Barbadoes. 
They made an uproar in the Meeting-house 
Yesterday, and they 're now in prison for it. 
I owe you little thanks for bringing them 
To the Three Mariners. 

KEMPTHOIUf. 

They have not harmed you. 
I tell you, Goodman Cole, that Quaker girl 
Is precious as a sea-bream's eye. I tell you 
It was a lucky day when first she set 
Her little foot upon the Swallow's deck. 
Bringing good luck, fair winds, and pleasant 
weather. 

COLE. 

I am a law-abiding citizen ; 

I have a seat in the new Meeting-house, 

A cow-right on the Common ; and, besides, 

Am corporal in the Ghreat Artillery. 

I rid me of the vagabonds at once. 

KKMPTHOBM. 

Why should you not have Quakers at your tavern 
If you have fiddlers ? 
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COLE. 

Never I never! never! 
If you want fiddling you must go elsewhere, 
To the Green Dragon and the Admiral Vernon, 
And other such disreputable places. 
But the Three Mariners is an orderly house, 
Most orderly, quiet, and respectable. 
Lord Leigh said he could be as qiiiet here 
As at the Governor's. And have I not 
King Charles's Twelve Grood Bules, all framed 

and glassed. 
Hanging in my best parlor? 

KEMPTHOBN. 

Here 's a health 
To good King Charles. Will you not drink the 

King? 
Then drink confusion to old Parson Palmer. 

COLE. 

And who is Parson Pahner ? I don't know him. 

KEMPTHORN. 

He had his cellar underneath his pulpit. 
And so preached o'er his liquor, just as you do. 

A drum toithin. 

COLE. 

Here comes the Marshal 

MESBT (wUhm). 

Make room for the MarshaL 

KEMFTHORir. 

How pompous and imposing he appears I 
His great buff doublet bellying like a mainsail, 
And all his streamers fluttering in the wind. 
What holds he in his hand ? 

COLE. 

A Prodamation. 
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Enter Uu Mabbhat., toUk a prodamaHon ; and Merrt, with 
a halberd. They are preceded by a drummer^ and foUowed 
by the hangman^ vfUh an armful of books, and a crowd of 
people^ among whom are Upsall <md John Endicott. 
A pile is made of the books. 



Silenoe, the drum I Grood citizens, attend 
To the new laws enacted by the Court. 

MAKflHAT. (reads), 

*^ Whereas a cursed sect of Heretics 
Has hitely risen, commonly called Quakers, 
Who take upon themselves to be commissioned 
Immediately of Grod, and furthermore 
Infallibly assisted by the Spirit 
To write and utter blasphemous opinions. 
Despising Ooyemment and the order of God 
In Church and Commonwealth, and speaking evil 
Of Dignities, reproaching and reviling 
The Magistrates and Ministers, and seeking 
To turn the people from their faith, and thus 
Ghdn proselytes to their pernicious ways ; — 
This Court, considering the premises, 
And to prevent like mischief as is wrought 
By their means in our land, doth hereby order, 
lliat whatsoever master or commander 
Of any ship, bark, pink, or catch shall bring 
To any roadstead, harbor, creek, or cove 
Within this Jurisdiction any Quakers, 
Or other blasphemous Heretics, shall pay 
Unto the Treasurer of the Commonwealth 
One hundred pounds, and for default thereof 
Be put in prison, and continue there 
Till the said sum be satisfied and paid." 
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OOLB. 

Now, Simon Kempthom, wliat say yon to that ? 



I pray you, Cole, lend me a hundred pounds I 

MAK8HAL (rtodi). 

** If any one within this Jurisdiction 
Shall henceforth entertain, or shall conceal 
Quakers, or other blasphemous Heretics, 
Knowing them so to be, every such person 
Shall forfeit to the country forty shillings 
For each hour's entertainment or concealment, 
And shall be sent to prison, as aforesaid. 
Until the forfeiture be wholly paid." 

Murmun in the crowd. 

KEBfFTHORM. 

Now, Goodman Cole, I think your turn has come I 

COLE. 

Knowing them so to be I 



At forty shillings 
The hour, your fine will be some forty pounds I 

COUL 

Knowing them so to be I That is the law. 

UASSHAL (reads), 
*^ And it is further ordered and enacted. 
If any Quaker or Quakers shall presume 
To come henceforth into this Jurisdiction, 
Every male Quaker for the first offence 
Shall have one ear cut off ; and shall be kept 
At labor in the Workhouse, till such time 
As he be sent away at his own charge. 
And for the repetition of the offence 
Shall have his other ear cut off, and then 
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Be branded in the palm of his right hand. 
And every woman Quaker shall be whipt 
Severely in three towns ; and every Quaker, 
Or he or she, that shall for a third time 
Herein again offend, shall have their tongues 
Bored through with a hot iron, and shall be 
Sentenced to Banishment on pain of Death." 

Loud munnun. The voice of Chbistiboh m the crowd, 
O patience of the Lord I How long, how long. 
Ere thou avenge the blood of Thine Elect ? 



Silence, there, silence I Do not break the peace I 

XABSHAL (reads). 
" Every inhabitant of this Jurisdiction 
Who shall defend the horrible opinions 
Of Quakers, by denying due respect 
To equals and superiors, and withdrawing 
From Church Assemblies, and thereby approving 
The abusive and destructive practices 
Of this accursed sect, in opposition 
To all the orthodox received opinions 
Of godly men, shall be forthwith committed 
Unto close prison for one month ; and then 
Befusing to retract and to reform 
The opinions as aforesaid, he shall be 
Sentenced to Banishment on pain of Death. 
By the Court. Edward Rawson, Secretary." 
Now, hangman, do your duty. Bum those books. 
Loud murmurs in the crowd. The pSe of booke is Ughted. 

UFSAIX. 

I testify against these cruel laws I 
Forerunners are they of some judgment on us ; 
And, in the love and tenderness I bear 
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Unto this town and people, I beseech yon, 

Magistrates, take heed, lest ye be found 
As fighters against God I 

JOHN Ein>icoTT (taking upsall's hand). 

Upsall, I thank you 
For speaking words snoh as some younger man, 
I, or another, should have said before you. 
Such laws as these are cruel and oppressive ; 
A blot on this fab town, and a disgrace 
To any Christian people. 

MERRY (asidef littemng behind them). 

Here 's sedition I 

1 never thought that any good would come 
Of this young popinjay, with his long hair 
And his great boots, fit only for the Bussians 
Or barbarous Indians, as his father says ! 

THE VOICE. 

Woe to the bloody town I And rightfully 
Men call it the Lost Town I The blood of Abel 
Cries from the ground, and at the final judgment 
The Lord will say, ^^Cain, Cain I where is thy 
brother ? " 



Silence there in the crowd I 

UPSALL (aside), 

'T is Christison ! 

THE VOICE. 

I O foolish people, ye that think to bum 

And to consume Uie truth of God, I tell you 
That every flame is a loud tongue of fire 
To publish it abroad to all the world 
Louder than tongues of men I 

KEMFTHORN (springing to his feet). 

Well said, my hearty I 



I 
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There 's a brave fellow I There 's a man of pluck I 

A man who 's not afraid to say his say, 

Though a whole town 'b against him. Bain, rain, 

rain, 
Bones of St. Botolph, and put out this fire I 
The drum beaU, Exeunt all but Mbbby, Kkmpthobh, and 

COLB. 



And now that matter 's ended, Groodman Cole, 
Fetch me a mug of ale, your strongest ale. 

KKMPTHORK (iittmg down). 

And me another mug of flip; and put 

Two gills of brandy in it. 

lExU CotB. 



No ; no more. 
Kot a drop more, I say. You 've had enough. 

KEMFTHOBN. 

And who are you, sir ? 



I 'm a Tithing-man, 
And Merry is my name. 



A merry name I 
I like it ; and I 'U drink your merry health 
Till all is blue. 



And then you wiU be clapped 
Into the stocks, with the red letter D 
Hung round about your neck for drunkenness. 
You 're a free-drinker, — yes, and a free-thinker I 

KEMPTHOBH. 

And you are Andrew Merry, or Merry Andrew. 
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My Dame is Walter Meny, and not Andrew. 



Andrew or Walter, you 're a meny fellow ; 
I 'U swear to that. 



No swearing, kt me tell yim. 
The other day one Shorthose had his tongue 
Pat into a deft stick for pro&me swearing. 

CoLB brm^ tki aU. 



Well, where 's my flip? As sore as my 
Kempthom — 



Is your name Kempthom ? 



That 's the name I go fay. 



What, Captain Simon Kempthom of the Swal- 
low ? 



No other. 

MKBET (Umdimg km on tki lAtfuUcr). 

Then yon *re wanted. I arrest yon 
In the King's name. 



And where ^s your warrant ? 

MERBT (unfolding a paper^ and rmdm§). 



Listen to me. ** Hereby you are reqnired. 
In the King's name, to apprehend the body 
Of Simon Kempthom, mariner, and him 
Safely to bring before me, there to 



THE NEW ENGLAND TRAGEDIES 826 

All such objections as are laid to him, 
Tonchixig the Quakers." Signed, John Endioott 



Has it the Grovemor's seal? 



Ay, here it is. 



Death's head and cross-bones. That 's a pirate's 
flagi 



Beware how you revile the Magistrates ; 
You may be whipped for that 



Then mum 's the word. 
Exeunt Mbbbt and Kekftrobn. 

COLB. 

There's mischief brewing I Sure, there's mis- 
chief brewing I 
I feel Uke Master Josselyn when he found 
The hornet's nest, and thought it some strange 
fruit, 

Until the seeds came out, and then he dropped it. 

[Ejoi. 

ScBHxIIL — A ro(m in (he Gooernoi^M kouae, £fiter Gov- 
KRNOB Ekdicott and Mbbbt. 

BNDIOOTT. 

My son, you say? 



Your Worship's eldest son. 

Bin>IC0TT. 

Speaking against the laws ? 

Ay, worshipful sir. 
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KMDIOOTr. 

And in Uie pnUio market-place? 



I saw him 

With my own eyes, heard him with my own 

mmooTT. 
Impoesiblel 



He stood there in the oiowd 
With Nioholas Upeall, when the Uiws were read 
To-day against the Qoakers, and I heard him 
Denounce and vilipend them as unjnsti 
And cmel, wicked, and abominable. 

ENmCOTT. 

Ungratefnl son I O God I thon layest ufoa me 

A burden heavier than I can bear! 

Surely the power of Satan must be great 

Upon the earth, if even the elect 

Are thus deceived and fall away from grace ! 



Worshipful sir I I meant no harm — 

BHTOOOTT. 

TiswdL 
You've done your duty, though you've dona it 

roughly, 
And every word you 've uttered since you came 
Has stabbed me to the heart I 



I do beseech 
Your Worship's pardon I 

BHDicorr. 

He whom I have nurtured 
And brought up in the reverence of the Lord ! 
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The child of all my hopes and my affections I 
He upon whom I leaned as a sure staff 
For my old age I It is God's chastisement 
For leaning upon any arm but Hib I 



Your Worship 1 — 

ENDIOOTT. 

And this comes from holding parley 
With the delusions and deceits of Satan. 
At once, forever, must they be crushed out, 
Or all the land will reek with heresy I 
Pray, have you any children ? 



No, not any. 

KNDICOTT. 

Thank God for that. He has deliyered you 

From a great care. Enough ; my private griefs 

Too long have kept me from the public service. 

Exit Mbbbt. Emmoott $eati hinudf at the tahU and ar- 
ranges his papen. 

The hour has come ; and I am eager now 
To sit in judgment on these Heretics. 

A knoch. 
Come in. Who is it ? (Not looking ^.) 

JOHN KNDICOTT. 

It is I. 
KMDICOTT (restraming hmsdf). 

Sit down I 
JOHN KKDicoTT (sitting downy 
I come to intercede for these poor people 
Who are in prison, and await their trial. 

KHDICOTT. 

It is of them I wish to speak with yon. 

I have been angry with you, but 't is passed. 
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For when I hear your footsteps come or go. 

See in your features your dead mother's &oe. 

And in your voice detect some tone of hers. 

All anger vanishes, and I remember 

The days that are no more, and come no more, 

When as a child you sat upon my knee. 

And prattled of your playthings, and the games 

You played among the pear trees in the orchard I 

JOHN EITDICOTT. 

Oh, let the memory of my noble mother 

Plead with you to be mild and merciful I 

For mercy more becomes a Magistrate 

Than the vindictive wrath which men call justice I 

BNDICOTT. 

The sin of heresy is a deadly sin. 

'T is like the falling of the snow, whose crystals 

The traveller plays with, thoughtless of his danger. 

Until he sees the air so full of light 

That it is dark ; and blindly staggering onward, 

Lost, and bewildered, he sits down to rest ; 

There f aUs a pleasant drowsiness upon him. 

And what he thinks is sleep, alas I is death* 

JOHN Ein>IC0TT. 

And yet who is there that has never doubted ? 
And doubting and believing, has not said, 
" Lord, I believe ; help thou my unbelief " ? 

KITOICOIT. 

In the same way we trifle with our doubts. 
Whose shining shapes are like the stars descend- 
ing; 
Until at last, bewildered and dismayed. 
Blinded by that which seemed to give us light. 
We sink to sleep, and find that it is death, 

Riiing, 
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Death to the soul through all eternity ! 
Alas that I should see you growing up 
To man's estate, and in the admonition 
And nurture of the Law, to find you now 
Pleading for Heretics I 

JOHN ENDIOOTT (filtn^). 

In the sight of God, 
Perhaps all men are Heretics. Who dares 
To say that he alone has found the truth? 
We cannot always feel and think and act 
As those who go before us. Had you done so, 
You would not now be here. 

KMDICOTT. 

Have you forgotten 
The doom of Heretics, and the fate of those 
Who aid and comfort them ? Have you forgotten 
That in the market-place this very day 
You trampled on the laws? What right have you. 
An inexperienced and untravelled youth. 
To sit in judgment here upon the acts 
Of older men and wiser than yourself. 
Thus stirring up sedition in the streets, 
And making me a byword and a jest ? 

JOHK KMDICOTT. 

Words of an inexperienced youth like me 
Were powerless if the acts of older men 
Went not before them. 'T is these laws them- 
selves 
Stir up sedition, not my judgment of them. 

KMDICOTT. 

Take heed, lest I be called, as Brutus was. 
To be the judge of my own son I Begone I 
When you are tired of feeding upon husks. 
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Betum again to duty and submission, 
But not till then. 

JOHN EKDICOTT. 

I hear and I obey I 



lExU. 



ENDICOTT. 

Oh happy, happy they who have no children I 

He 's gone I I hear the hall door shut behind him. 

It sends a dismal echo through my heart, 

As if forever it had closed between us. 

And I should look upon his face no more I 

Oh, this will drag me down into my grave, — 

To that eternal resting-place wherein 

Man lieth down, and riseth not again I 

Till the heavens be no more he shall not wake, 

Nor be roused from his sleep; for Thou dost 

change 

His countenance, and sendest him away I 

IBxU. 

ACT m. 

Scene I. — The Court of Asnttants, Endioott, Beluno- 
HAM, Atherton, €md other magistrates. KEMPiHOBNy 
Mebbt, and constMea. Aftenoarde Whabton, Edith, 
and Chbistibon. 

ENDICOTT. 

Call Captain Simon Kempthom. 

Simon Kempthom, , 

Come to the bar I 

Kexfthobn comes fonoard. 

ENDICOTT. 

You are accused of bringing 
Into this Jurisdiction, from Barbadoes, 
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Some persons of that sort and sect of people 
Ejio¥m by the name of Quakers, and maintain" 

ing 
Most dangerous and heretical opinions ; 
Purposely coming here to propagate 
Their heresies and errors ; bringing with them 
And spreading sundry books here, which contain 
Their doctrines most corrupt and blasphemous, 
And contrary to the truth professed among us. 
What say you to this charge ? 



I do acknowledge, 
Among the passengers on board the Swallow 
Were certain persons saying Thee and Thou. 
They seemed a harmless people, mostways silent, 
Particularly when they said their prayers. 

KMDICOTT. 

Harmless and silent as the pestilencel 

You 'd better have brought the fever or the plague 

Among us in your ship I Therefore, this Court, 

For preservation of the Peace and Truth, 

Hereby commands you speedily to transport. 

Or cause to be transported speedily. 

The aforesaid persons hence unto Barbadoes, 

From whence they came; you paying all the 

charges 
Of their imprisonment. 



Worshipful sir. 
No ship e'er prospered that has carried Quakers 
Against their will ! I knew a vessel once — 

KMDXOOTT. 

And for the more effectual performance 
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Hereof yoa are to give Beomity 
In bonds amounting to one hundred poonda. 
On your refusal, yon will be oommttted 
To prison till you do it. 



But yon 

I cannot do it. The law, sir, of Barbadoea 
Forbids the landing Quakers on the island. 



Then you will be committed. Who cornea naKt ? 



There is another charge against the CSaptain. 

EMDIOUTT. 

What is it? 



Pto&ne swearing, please your WorafaipL 
He cursed and swore from Dock Square to the 
Court-house. 

KHDICOTT. 

Then let him stand in the pillory for one hour. 

{E»t KofPTHOiir wA fwrtsiri 

Who's next? 

MzaaT. 
The Quakers. 
unoiooTT. 

Call them. 

Edward Wharton, 
Come to the bar I 

WHABTOIV. 

Yea, even to the bench. 

KHDICOTT. 

Take off your hat 



^»^^ 
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WHARTON. 

My hat off endeth not. 
If it offendeth any, let him take it ; 
For 1 shall not resist. 

EMDIGOTT. 

Take off his hat. 
Let him be fined ten shillings for contempt. 
MsBBT takei off Whabton's kat. 

WHABTON. 

What evil have I done ? 

BNDICOTT. 

Your hair 's too long ; 
And in not putting off your hat to us 
You Ve disobeyed and broken that commandment 
Which sayeth *^ Honor thy father and thy mother." 

WHABTON. 

John Endiootti thou art become too proud ; 
And lovest him who putteth off the hat, 
And honoreth thee by bowing of the body, 
And sayeth ^^Wordiipful sir I" 'Tis time for 

tiliee 
To g^ve such follies over, for thou mayest 
Be drawing very near unto thy grave. 

KNDIOOTT. 

Now, sirrah, leave your canting. Take the oath. 

WHABTON. 

Nay, sirrah me no sirrahs I 

KNDIOOTT. 

Will you swear ? 

WHABTON. 

Nay, I will not. 

BNDICOTT. 

You made a great disturbance 
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And nproar yesterday in the Meetmg-hoose, 
Having your hat on. 

WHABTOH. 

I made no distorbanoe ; 
For peacefully I stood, like other people. 
I spake no words ; moved against none my hand ; 
But by the hair they haled me out, and dashed 
Their books into my face. 

ENBICOTT. 

You, Edward Wharton, 
On pain of death, depart this Jurisdiction 
Within ten days. Such is your sentence. Gro. 

WHABTON. 

John Endioott, it had been well for thee 
If this day's doings thou hadst left undone. 
But, banish me as far as thou hast power. 
Beyond the guard and presence of my Grod 
Thou canst not banish me ! 

Ein>ICOTT. 

Depart the Court ; 
We have no time to listen to your babble. 
Who 's next ? lExit Whabton. 

MBRRT. 

This woman, for the same offence. 
Edfth comes forward, 

SNDICOTT. 

What is your name? 

EDITH. 

T is to the world unknown. 
But written in the Book of Life. 

Ein>IC0TT. 

Take heed 
It be not written in the Book of Death I 
What is it? 
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BDITH. 

Edith Christiaon. 
Ein>icoTT (with eaffemes$). 

The daughter 
Of Wenlock Christison? 

BDrrH. 

I am his daughter. 

ENDIOOTT. 

Your father hath given us trouble many times. 
A bold man and a violent, who sets 
At naught the authority of our Church and State, 
And is in banishment on pain of death* 
Where are you living? 

EDITH. 

In the Lord. 

KNDIOOTT. 

Make answer 
Without evasion. Where ? 

KDITH. 

My outward being 
Is in Barbadoes. 

BNDICOTT. 

Then why come you here ? 

KDITH. 

I come upon an errand of the Lord. 

KNDIOOTT. 

T IS not the business of the Lord you 're doing ; 
It is the Devil's. Will you take the oath ? 
Give her the Book. 

Mkbxt offen ike book. 

KDITH. 

You offer me this Book 
To swear on; and it saith, ^* Swear not at all. 
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Neither by heaven, becaiue it is God*B Tknm^ 
Nor by the earth, becaiue it is his footstool ! ** 
I dare not swear. 



Yon dare not? Yet yon Qnakan 
Deny this Book of Holy Writ, the Bible, 
To be the Wozd of Ood. 

Christ b the Woid« 
The everlasting oath of God* I dare not 

SHDIOOTT. 

You own yourself a Quaker, — do you not? 



I own that in derision and reproach 
I am so called. 

SHDIOOTr. 

Then you deny the S criptur e 
To be the rule of life. 

E]>rra« 
Yea, I believe 
The Inner Light, and not the Written Word, 
To be the rule of life. 

DimOOTT. 

And you deny 
That the Lord's Day is holy. 

KDrra. 

Eveiy day 
Is the Lord's Day. It runs through aU our livea. 
As through the pages of the Holy Bible, 
^ Thus saith the Lord." 

KJfDICOTT. 

You are accused of making 
An horrible disturbance, and affrighting 
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The people in the Meeting-house on Sunday. 
What answer make you ? 



I do not deny 
That I was present in your Steeple-house 
On the First Day ; but I made no disturbance. 

■MBICOTT. 

Why came you there ? 

xDrra, 
Because the Lord commanded. 
His word was in my heart, a burning fire 
Shut up within me and consuming me, 
And I was very weary with forbearing ; 
I could not stay. 

BNDICOTT. 

T was not the Lord that sent you ; 
As an incarnate devil did you come I 

EDITH* 

On the First Day, when, seated in my chamber, 
I heard the bells toll, calling you together, 
The sound struck at my life, as once at his, 
The holy man, our Founder, when he heard 
The far^ff bells toll in the Yale of Beavor. 
It sounded like a market bell to call 
The folk together, that the Priest might set 
His wares to sale. And the Lord said within me, 
^ Thou must go cry aloud against that Idol, 
And all the worshippers thereof." I went 
Barefooted, dad in sackcloth, and I stood 
And listened at the threshold ; and I heard 
The prajring and the singing and the preaching. 
Which were but outward f oims, and without 
power. 
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Then rose a cry within me, and my heart 
Was filled with admonitions and reproofs. 
Bemembering how the Prophets and Apostles 
Denounced the oovetons hirelings and diviners, 
I entered in, and spake the words the Lord 
Commanded me to speak. I conld no less. 

SNDICOTT. 

Are you a Prophetess ? 

EDrm. 

Is it not written, 
^^Upon my handmaidens will I pour out 
My spirit, and they shall prophesy " ? 

EMDIOOTT. 

Enough ; 
For out of your own mouth are you condemned ! 
Need we hear further ? 

THE JUDGES. 

We are satisfied. 

ENBICOTT. 

It is sufficient. Edith Christison, 

The sentence of the Court is, that you be 

Scourged in three towns, with forty stripes save 

one. 
Then banished upon pain of death ! 

EDFTH. 

Your sentence 
Is truly no more terrible to me 
Than had you blown a feather into the air. 
And, as it fell upon me, you had said, 
'' Take heed it hurt thee not I " God's will be 
done! 
WEJuiXKHK CHBiBTiBON (ufueen in the crowd). 
Woe to the city of blood I The stone shall cry 
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Out of the wall ; the beam from out the timber 
Shall answer it I Woe unto him that buildeth 
A town with blood, and stabliaheth a city 
By his iniquity ! 

KZrDIOOTT. 

Who is it makes 
Such outoiy here ? 

CHBiBTiBON (commg fanooti). 

ly Wenlock Christison I 

KNDIOOTT. 

Banished on pain of death, why oome you here ? 

CHBISnSOH. 

I come to warn you that you shed no more 
The blood of innocent men ! It cries aloud 
For vengeance to the Lord I 

■MBIOOTT. 

Your life is forfeit 
Unto the law ; and you shall surely die, 
And shall not live. 

CHBISTISOH. 

Like unto Eleazer, 
Maintaining the excellence of ancient years 
And the honor of his gray head, I stand before 

you; 
Like him disdaining all hypocrisy. 
Lest, through desire to live a little longer, 
I get a stain to my old age and name ! 

KNDXCOTT. 

Being in banishment, on pain of death, 
You come now in among us in rebellion. 

CHBIBTIBON. 

I come not in among you in rebellion, 
But in obedience to the Lord of Heaven. 
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Not in contempt to any Magistrate, 
Bat only in the love I bear your souls, 
As ye shall know hereafter, when all men 
Give an account of deeds done in the body I 
God^s righteous judgments ye cannot escape. 

ONE OF THE JUDGES. 

Those who have gone before you said the same, 
And yet no judgment of the Lord hath fallen 
Upon us. 

CHBISTISON. 

He but waiteth till the measure 
Of your iniquities shall be filled up. 
And ye have run your race. Then will his wrath 
Descend upon you to the uttermost I 
For thy part, Humphrey Atherton, it hangs 
Over thy head already. It shall come 
Suddenly, as a thief doth in the night. 
And in the hour when least thou thinkest of it ! 

ENDIGOTT. 

We have a law, and by that law you die. 

CHRISTISOK. 

I, a free man of England and freebom, 
Appeal unto the laws of mine own nation I 

ENDIGOTT. 

There 's no appeal to England from this Court I 
What ! do you think our statutes are but paper ? 
Are but dead leaves that rustle in the wind ? 
Or litter to be trampled under foot ? 
What say ye. Judges of the Court, — what say ye ? 
Shall this man suffer death ? Speak your opin- 
ions. 

ONE OF THE JUDGES. 

I am a mortal man, and die I must. 
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And that erelong ; and I must then appear 
Before the awful judgment-seat of Christ, 
To give account of deeds done in the body. 
My greatest glory on that day will be, 
That I have given my vote against this man. 

CHBISTIBON. 

If, Thomas Danforth, thou hast nothing more 
To glory in upon that dreadful day 
Than blood of innocent people, then thy glory 
Will be turned into shame ! The Lord hath 
said it! 

ANOTHER JUDGE. 

I cannot give consent, while other men 
Who have been banished upon pain of death 
Are now in their own houses here among us. 

ENDICOTT. 

Ye that will not consent, make record of it. 
I thank my God that I am not afraid 
To give my judgment. Wenlock Christison, 
You must be taken back from hence to prison, 
Thence to the place of public execution, 
There to be hanged till you be dead — dead — 
dead! 

CHBISTIBON. 

If ye have power to take my life from me, — 

Which I do question, — God hath power to raise 

The principle of life in other men. 

And send them here among you. There shall be 

No peace unto the wicked, saith my God. 

Listen, ye Magistrates, for the Lord hath said it ! 

The day ye put his servitors to death. 

That day the Day of your own "Visitation, 

The Day of Wrath, shall pass above your heads. 

And ye shall be accursed f orevermore ! 
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To Edith, embracmg her. 
Cheer up, dear heart! they have not power to 

harm us. 
\Exeunt Chsistibon and EDrrH guarded. Tike Scene dUme»n 

ScEiffE n. — A street. Enter John Endigott andUFSALL. 

JOHN ENDIGOTT. 

Scourged in three towns ! and yet the busy people 

Gro up and down the streets on their affiiirs 

Of business or of pleasure, as if nothing 

Had happened to disturb them or their thoughts ! 

When bloody tragedies like this are acted. 

The pulses of a nation should stand still ; 

The town should be in mourning, and the people 

Speak only in low whispers to each other. 

UPS ALL. 

I know this people ; and that underneath 
A cold outside there bums a secret fire 
That will find vent, and will not be put out, 
Till every remnant of these barbarous laws 
Shall be to ashes burned, and blown away. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Scourged in three towns ! It is incredible 
Such things can be I I feel the blood within me 
Fast mounting in rebellion, since in YBin 
Have I implored compassion of my father I 

UFSALL. 

You know your father only as a father ; 

I know him better as a Magistrate. 

He is a man both loving and severe ; 

A tender heart ; a will inflexible. 

None ever loved him more than I have loved him. 

He is an upright man and a just man 

In all things save the treatment of the Quakers. 
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JOHN SNBIOOTT. 

Yet I have found lum cruel and unjust 
Even as a father. He has driven me forth 
Into the street ; has shut his door upon me, 
With words of bitterness. I am as homeless 
As these poor Quakers are* 

UFBALL. 

Then come with me. 
You shall be welcome for your father's sake, 
And the old friendship that has been between us. 
He will relent erelong. A father's anger 
Is like a sword without a handle, piercing 
Both ways alike, and wounding him that wields it 
No less than him that it is pointed at. 

[Exeunt 

QcKNM UL ^ The priion. Night. Edttb reading ihe Bibk 

hy alanq>, 

EDITH. 

^ Blessed are ye when men shall persecute you, 
And shall revile you, and shall say against you 
All manner of evil falsely for my sake ! 
Rejoice, and be exceeding glad, for great 
Is your reward in heaven. For so the prophets, 
Which were before you, have been persecuted.'* 

Enter Jobs Ehbicott. 

JOHN KNTOCOTT. 

Edith t 

BDrrH. 
Who is it speaketh ? 

JOHN KNTOCOTT. 

Saul of Tarsus ; 
As thou didst call me once. 
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BDiTH (coming forward). 

Yea, I remember. 
Thou art the Grovemor's son. 

JOHN EMDIOOTT. 

I am ashamed 
Thou shouldst remember me. 

KDrrH. 

Why comest thou 
Into this dark guest-chamber in the night ? 
What seekest thou ? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Forgiveness ! 

EDITH. 

I forgive 
All who have injured me. What hast thou done? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

I have betrayed thee, thinking that in this 
I did God service. Now, in deep contrition, 
I come to rescue thee. 

EDITH. 

From what ? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

From prison. 

EDITH. 

I am safe here within these gloomy walls. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

From scourging in the streets, and in three towns I 

EDITH. 

Remembering wbo was soouiged fop me, I shrink 

not 
Nor shudder at the forty stripes save one. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Perhaps from death itself I 
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EDrrH* 

I fear not death. 
Knowing who died for me. 

JOHH ENDIOOTT (ogide). 

Surely some divine 
Ambassador is speaking through those lips 
And looking through those eyes I I cannot 
answer I 

EDITH. 

If all these prison doors stood opened wide 
I would not cross the threshold, — not one step. 
There are invisible bars I cannot break ; 
There are invisible doors that shut me in, 
And keep me ever steadfast to my purpose. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

Thou hast the patience and the faith of Saints I 

KDrrH, 
Thy Priest hath been with me this day to save me. 
Not only from the death that comes to all. 
But from the second death ! 

JOHN SNmCOTT. 

The Pharisee I 
My heart revolts against him and his creed ! 
Alas I the coat that was without a seam 
Is rent asunder by contending sects ; 
Each bears away a portion of the garment, 
Blindly believing that he has the whole ! 

EDITH. 

When Death, the Healer, shall have touched our 

eyes 
With moist day of the grave, then shall we see 
The truth as we have never yet beheld it. 
But he that overcometh shall not be 
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Hurt of the second death. Has he forgotten 
The many mansions in our father's house ? 

JOTLS EZTDIOOTT. 

There is no pity in his iron heart ! 

The hands that now bear stamped upon their 

palms 
The burning sign of Heresy, hereafter 
Shall be uplifted against such accusers, 
And then the imprinted letter and its meaning 
Will not be Heresy, but Holiness I 

sraxH. 
Bemember, thou oondemnest thine own father I 

JOHN BNDICOTT. 

I have no fatherl He has cast me off* 

I am as homeless as the wind that moans 

And wanders through the streets. Oh, come with 

me I 
Do not delay. Thy God shall be my Grod, 
And where thou goest I will go. 

BDITH. 

I cannot 
Yet will I not deny it, nor conceal it ; 
From the first moment I beheld thy face 
I felt a tenderness in my soul towards thee. 
My mind has since been inward to the Lord, 
Waiting his word. It has not yet been spoken. 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

I cannot wait Trust me. Oh, come with me ! 

SDrra. 
In the next room, my &ther, an old man, 
Sitteth imprisoned and condemned to death. 
Willing to prove his &ith by martyrdom ; 
And thinkest thou his daughter would do less ? 
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jomr smuooTT. 
Oh, life iB sweet, and death is teiriUe ! 

SDrrH. 
I ha^e too long walked hand in hand with death 
To shudder at that pale familiar faoe. 
Bat leave me now. I wish to be alone. 

JOHH ENDIOOTT. 

Not yet. Oh, let me stay. 



Urge me no more. 

JOHN BMBIOOTT. 

Alas ! good-night. I will not say good-by I 

EDITH. 

Put this temptation underneath thy feet. \ 

To him that overoometh shall be given \ 

The white stone with the new name written on it, ; 
That no man knows save him that doth receive it. 
And I will give thee a new name, and call thee 
Paul of Damascus and not Saul of Tarsus. | 

[ExU ENTOOorr. Enrra «dt down again to road the BQfU. 



ACT IV. 

ScnoE I. -—King Stroet^ in front of the foim-Aoiife. JSjoo^ 
TBOBJX m the pOlorg. Webby and a crowd of looken-on. 

KBaoTHORK (nng$). 
Hie world is fall of care, 

Much like unto a babble ; 
Women and care, and care and women. 
And women and care and trouble. 

Oood Master Merry, may I say confoond? 



Ay, that you may. 
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Well, then, with your permission. 
Confound the Pilloiy ! 

XERRT. 

That 's the very thing 
The joiner said who made the Shrewsbury stocks. 
He said. Confound the stocks, because they put him 
Into his own. He was the first man in them. 



For swearing, was it? 



No, it was for 
He charged the town too much ; and so the town. 
To make things square, set him in his own stocks. 
And fined him five pound sterling, — just enough 
To settle his own bilL 

KEMFTHOBK. 

And served him right ; 
But, Master Merry, is it not eight bells ? 

MBBBT. 

Not quite. 

KEMPTHORK* 

For, do you see? I 'm getting ti 
Of being perched aloft here in this cro' nest 
Like the first mate of a whaler, or a Middy 
Mast-headed, looking out for land I Sail ho I 
Here comes a heavy-laden merchantman 
With the lee clews eased off, and running free 
Before the wind. A solid man of Boston. 
A comfortable man, with dividends. 
And the first salmon, and the first green peas. 

A gentleman passes. 

He does not even turn his head to look. 
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He 'b gone without a word. Here oomes another, 

A different kind of craft on a taut bow-line, — 

Deaoon Griles Firmin the apothecary, 

A piouB and a ponderous citizen. 

Looking as rubicund and round and splendid 

As the great bottle in his own shop window! 

Dbacon FiBMnr paitei. 
And here 's my host of the Three Mariners, 
My creditor and trusty tavemer. 
My corporal in the Great Artillery! 
He 's not a man to pass me without speaking. 

CoLB UxAi away andpa$$ei. 

Don't yaw so ; keep your luff, old hypocrite I 
Respectable, ah yes, respectable. 
You, with your seat in the new Meeting-house, 
Your cow-right on the ConmionI But who's 

this? 
I did not know the Maiy Ann was in I 
And yet this is my old friend. Captain Goldsmith, 
As sure as I stand in the bilboes here. 
Why, Balph, my boy ! 

Enter Ralph Goldsioth. 

OOLDSIOTH. 

Why, Simon, is it you ? 
Set in the bilboes ? 

KEMPTHORK. 

Chock-a-block, you see. 
And without chafing-gear. 

GOLDSMITH. 

And what 's it for ? 

KEMPTHORH. 

Ask that starbowline with the boat-hook there. 
That handsome num. 
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IT (howmg). 

Forswearing. 

KEMPTHOBH. 

IntUs 

They put sea-captaioB in the stocks for swearing. 
And Quakers for not swearing. So look out, 

ooLDSMrra. 
I pray yon set him free ; he meant no harm ; 
'T is an old habit he picked np afloat. 

MKBBT. 

Well, as your time is out, you may come down. 
The law allows yon now to go at large 
Like Elder OliTcr's horse upon the Common. 

KEMPTHOBll. 

Now, hearties, bear a hand I Let go and hanL 

KsMFTHORX i» $etfree^ and coma forward^ ikakm§ Got»> 

surra's Aofid. 



Giye me yonr hand, Balph. Ah, how good it 

feekl 
The hand of an old friend. 

ooLDSurni. 

God bless yon, Simon! 



Now let us make a straight wake for the tavem 
Of the Three Mariners, Samnel Cole commander ; 
Where we can take oar ease, and see the aliip> 

ping* 
And talk aboot old times. 

GOLDSMrra. 

First I must pay 
My duty to the Gbremor, and take him 
His letters and despatches. Come with me. 
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I 'd rather not. I saw him yesterday. 

OOLDSMTrH. 

Then wait for me at the Three Nuns and Comb. 

KEMPTHOBN. 

I thank yon. That 's too near to the town pomp. 
I will go with yon to the Governor's, 
And wait outside there, sailing off and on ; 
If I am wanted, you can hoist a signal. 



Shall I go with you and point out the way? 

OOUMUOTH. 

Oh no, I thank you. I am not a stranger 
Here in your crooked little town. 

MKBBT. 

How now, sir ? 
Do you abuse our town ? {E^dt, 

OOLDemTH. 

Oh, no offence. 



Balph, I am under bonds for a hundred pound. 



OOLDSMTTH. 

I 



Hard lines. What for ? 

KBMFTHORM. 

To take some Quakers back 
I brought here from Barbadoes in the Swallow. 
And how to do it I don't clearly see. 
For one of them is banished, and another 
Is sentenced to be hanged I What shall I do ? 

OOLDSIOTH. 

Just slip your hawser on some doudy night ; 
Sheer off, and pay it with the topsail, Simon ! 

\E9e1mt. 
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ScEKE n. — Street in frwU of the prison. In (he haekground 
a gateway and several flights of st^ leading vp terraces 
to (he Govemor^s house. A pump on one side of the street, 
John Endicott, Messt, Upsall, and others, A drum 
heats, 

JOHN BNDIOOTT. 

Oh shame, shame, shame I 

MEBBT. 

Yes, it would be a shame 
Bat for the damnable sin of Heresy I 

JOHN B2n>IG0TT. 

A woman sooorged and dragged about our streets I 



Well, Boxbury and Dorchester must take 

Their share of shame. She will be whipped in 

each I 
Three towns, and Forty Stripes save one; that 

makes 
Thirteen in each. 

JOHN BNDICOTT. 

And are we Jews or Christians? 
See where she comes, amid a gaping crowd I 
And she a child. Oh, pitiful ! pitiful ! 
There 's blood upon her dothes, her hands, her 
feet! 

Enter Marshal and a drummer , Edith, stripped to the toaisf, 
followed by the hangman with a scourge, and a noisy crowd, 

KDrrH. 

Here let me rest one moment. I am tired. 

WiU some one give me water ? 

MERRT. 

At his periL 

UPBALL. 

AlasI that I should live to see this day I 
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A WOMAN. 

Did I forsake my father and my mother 
And come here to New EngLind to see this? 

EDITH. 

I am atfairst Will no one give me water? 

JOHN ENDICOTT (fnaking Aw way through the crowd with 

water). 

In the Lord's name I 

■DrrH (drmkmg). 

In his name I reoeive it t 
Sweet as the water of Samaria's well 
This water tastes. I thank thee. Is it thon ? 
I was afraid thou hadst deserted me. 

JOHN BNDIGOTT. 

Neyer will I desert thee, nor deny thee. 
Be comforted* 



O Master Endioott, 
Be oarefnl what you say. 

JOHN ■NDIOOTT. 

Peace, idle babbler I 



Yon 'U me these words I 

JOHN KNDIOOTT. 

Art thou not better now ? 
KDrrH. 
They 've struck me as with roses. 

JOHN KNDICOTT. 

Ah, these wounds I 
These bloody garments I 

EDITH. 

It is granted me 
To seal my testimony with my blood. 
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JOHN BNDIGOTT. 

O blood-red seal of maa's vindictiTe wradi I 

roses of the garden of the Lord I 
I, of the household of Iseariot, 

1 have betrayed in thee my Lord and Master I 

Wenlock Chbistison appears above, at the window of tke 
prison, stretching out his hands through the bars. 

CHBISTIBOK. 

Be of good courage, O my child I my child ! 
Blessed art thou when men shall persecute thee I 
Fear not their faces, saith the Lord, fear not, 
For I am with thee to deliver thee. 

ACmZEK. 

Who is it crying from the prison yonder I 



It is old Wenlock Christison. 

CHBI0TIBON. 

Bemember 
Him who was scourged, and mocked, and cru- 
cified I 
I see his messengers attending thee. 
Be steadfast, oh, be steadfast to the end I 

EDITH (with exultatUm). 

I cannot reach thee with these arms, O father ! 
But closely in my soul do I embrace thee 
And hold thee. In thy dungeon and thy death 
I will be with thee, and will comfort thee I 

MAKSHAU 

Come, put an end to this. Let the drum beat. 

The drum beats. Exeunt aU but Johk Ehtocott, Upsall, 

and Mkbrt. 

CHBISTISON. 

Dear child, farewell I Never shall I behold 
Thy face again with these bleared eyes of flesh ; 
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And never wast thon fairer, lovelier, dearer 
Than now, when Booorged and bleeding, and in- 
sulted 
For the truth's sake. O pitiless, pitiless town I 
The wrath of Grod hangs over thee ; and the day 
Is near at hand when thou shalt be abandoned 
To desolation and the breeding of nettles* 
The bittern and the oormorant shall lodge 
Upon thine upper lintels, and their voice 
Sing in thy windows. Yea, thus saith the Lord t 

JOHN BMDIOOTT. 

Awake I awake I ye sleepers, ere too late. 

And wipe these bloody statutes from your books I 

[ExU. 

MKBBT. 

Take heed ; the waUs have ears I 

UFSALL. 

At last, the heart 
Of every honest man must speak or break t 
Enter Govkrhob Endioott toiJtk ku halberdien. 

Bin>IO0TT. 

What is this stir and tumult in the street ? 



Worshipful sir, the whipping of a girl. 
And her old father howling from the prison. 

Bin>icoTT (to his kalberdiart). 
Go on. 

CBBIBTISOK. 

Antioohus 1 Antioohus I 
O thou that slayest the Maocabees I The Lord 
Shall smite thee with incurable disease. 
And no man shall endure to carry thee I 



Peace, old blasphemer I 
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CHBIBTiaOK. 

I both feel and see 
The presence and the waft of death go forth 
Against thee, and already thoa dost look 
Like one that 's dead I 

MEBKT (jMwUing). 

And there is yoor own son. 
Worshipful sir, abetting the sedition. 

BNDICOTT. 

Arrest him. Do not spare him* 

MJEB&Y (aride). 

His own child I 
There is some special providence takes care 
That none shall be too happy in this world I 
His own first-bom. 

BKBICOTT. 

O Absalom, my son I 

lEzeunt ; the Oovemor toUh his heUberdien ascending ike 

steps of his house. 

ScEmB EGL — The Qovemor^s private roooL Papers t^NWi the 
toMe. £in>icoTT and BsixiNaHAM. 

ENDICOTT. 

There is a ship from England has come in, 
Bringing despatches and much news from home. 
His Majesty was at the Abbey crowned ; 
And when the coronation was complete 
There passed a mighty tempest o'er the city. 
Portentous with great ihunderings and lightnings. 

BEZJJXOHAM. 

After his father's, if I well remember. 
There was an earthquake, that foreboded eviL 

ENDXCOTT. 

Ten of the Begicides have been put to death I 
The bodies of Cromwell, Ireton, and Bradshaw 
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Have been dragged from their graves, and publicly 
Hanged in their shrouds at Tyburn. 

BBLUHOHAM. 

Horrible ! 

BMDICOTT. 

Thus the old tyranny revives again I 
Its arm is long enough to reach us here, 
As you will see. For, more insulting still 
Than flaunting in our faces dead men's shrouds, 
Here is the King's MutKlftmna^ taking from us, 
From this day forth, all power to punish Quakers. 



That takes from us all power ; we are but puppets. 
And can no longer execute our laws. 

BKBIGOTT. 

His Majesty begins with pleasant words, 

** Trusty and well-beloved, we greet you well ; " 

Then with a ruthless hand he strips from me 

AU that which makes me what I am ; as if 

From some old general in the field, grown gray 

In service, scarred with many wounds. 

Just at the hour of victory, he should strip 

His badge of office and his well-gained honors. 

And thrust him back into the ranks again. 

Open$ ike Mandasnm^ and kandi it to Bklukgham ; andp 
wkUe he i$ reading^ Ehdicott waUce up and dawn the 
room* 

Here, read it for yourself ; you see his words 
Are pleasant words — considerate — not reproaeb- 

ful — 
Nothing could be more gentle — or more royal ; 
But then the meaning underneath the words, 
Mark that. He says all people known as Quakers 



868 CERISTUS: A MYSTERY 

Among us, now condemned to suffer death 
Or any corporal punishment whatever, 
Who are imprisoned, or may be obnoxious 
To the like condemnation, shall be sent 
Forthwith to England, to be dealt with there 
In such wise as shall be agreeable 
Unto the English law and their demerits. 
Is it not so ? 

BBLLiNOHAM (returning the paper). 

Ay, so llie paper says. 

BNDICOTT. 

It means we shall no longer rule the Province ; 

It means farewell to law and liberty. 

Authority, respect for Magistrates, 

The peace and welfare of the Commonwealth. 

If all the knaves upon this continent 

Can make appeal to England, and so thwart 

The ends of truth and justice by delay, 

Our power is gone forever. We are nothing 

But ciphers, valueless save when we follow 

Some unit ; and our unit is the Eang I 

'T is he that gives us value. 

BELIINGHAM. 

I confess 
Such seems to be the meaning of this paper, 
But being the Swing's Mandamus, signed aad 

sealed. 
We must obey, or we are in rebellion. 

EKDIGOTT. 

I tell you, Richard Bellingham, — I tell you. 
That this is the beginning of a struggle 
Of which no mortal can foresee the end. 
I shall not live to fight the battle for you. 



'^—i' 
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I am a man disgraced in every way ; 

This order takes from me my self-respect 

And the respect of others. 'T is my doom, 

Yes, my death-warrant, but must be obeyed I 

Take it, and see that it is ezecated 

So &r as this, that all be set at large ; 

Bat see that none of them be sent to England 

To bear false witness, and to spread reports 

That might be prejudicial to ourselves. 

[ExU Bblukgham. 

There 's a dull pain keeps knocking at my heart. 
Dolefully saying, ** Set thy house in order. 
For thou shalt surely die, and shalt not live I " 
For me the shadow on the dial-plate 
GK)eth not back, but on into the dark t 

lExiL 

SdHB rV. — TkettreeL A erwodf reading a placard on tke 
dow of (he Meetmg-kouMe. Nicholas Ufsall among 
them. Enter John Norton. 

NORTON. 

What is this gathering here ? 

UPSAXX. 

One William Brand, 
An old man like ourselves, and weak in body. 
Has been so cruelly tortured in his prison, 
The people are excited, and they threaten 
To tear the prison down. 

NORTON. 

What has been done ? 

UPSAIX. 

He has been put in irons, with his neck 
And heek tied dose together, and so left 
From five in the morning until nine at night 
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KORTOK. 

What more was done ? 

UP8ALL. 

He has been kept fi^e days 
In prison without food, and cmelly beaten. 
So that his limbs were oold, his senses stopped. 

KORTOK. 

What more ? 

UP8ALL. 

And is this not enough ? 

KORTOK. 

Now hear me. 
This William Brand of yours has tried to beat 
Our Grospel Ordinances black and blue ; 
And, if he has been beaten in like manner, 
It is but justice, and I will appear 
In his behalf that did so. I suppose 
That he refused to work. 

UFSAIX. 

He was too weak. 
How could an old man work, when he was starv- 
Jug? 

KORTOK. 

And what is this placard ? 

X7P8ALL. 

The Magistrates, 
To appease the people and prevent a tumult, 
Have put up these placards throughout the town. 
Declaring that the jailer shall be dealt with 
Impartially and sternly by the Court. 

KORTOK (tearing doum the jplaccard), 
Down with this weak and cowardly concession, 
This flag of truce with Satan and with Sin ! 
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I fling it in his face I I trample it 

Under my feet! It is his conning craft, 

The masterpiece of his diplomacy, 

To cry and plead for boundless toleration. 

Bat toleration is the first-bom child 

Of all abominations and deceits. 

There is no room in Christ's trimnphant army 

For tolerationists. And if an Angel 

Preach any other gospel unto yon 

Than that ye have received, Grod's malediction 

Descend upon him I Let him be accursed I 

lExiL 

XSTBALL. 

Now, go thy ways, John Norton I go thy ways, 
Thou Orthodox Evangelist, as men call thee I 
But even now there cometh out of England, 
Like an overtaking and accusing conscience. 
An outraged man, to call thee to account 
For the unrighteous murder of his son I [ExU. 

Scene Y.-^The WUdemm. Enter Enrra. 

EDITH. 

How beautiful are these autumnal woods ! 
The wilderness doth blossom like the rose. 
And change into a garden of the Lord ! 
How silent everywhere I Alone and lost 
Here in the forest, there comes over me 
An inward awfnlness. I recall the words 
Of the Apostle Paul : ^ In joumeyings often. 
Often in perils in the wilderness. 
In weariness, in painfnlness, in watchings. 
In hunger and thirst, in cold and nakedness; *' 
And I forget my weariness and pain. 
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Mj watehings, and my hunger and my thirst. 
The Lord hath said that He will seek his flook 
In cloudy and dark days, and they shall dwell 
Securely in the wilderness, and sleep 
Safe in the woods ! Whichever way I turn, 
I come back with my face towards die town* 
Dimly I see it, and the sea beyond it. 

cruel town I I know what waits me there, 
And yet I must go back ; for ever louder 

1 hear the inward calling of the Spirit, 

And must obey the voice. O woods, that wear 

Your golden crown of martyrdom, blood-stained. 

From you I learn a lesson of submission, 

And am obedient even unto death. 

If God so wills it lExii. 

JOHK ENDICOTT (wUhm), 

EdithI Edith! EdithI 

Heenien. 
It is in vain I I call, she answers not ; 
I follow, but I find no trace of her ! 
Blood I blood I The leaves above me and around 

me 
Are red with blood I The pathways of the forest, 
The clouds that canopy the setting sun. 
And even the little river in the meadows 
Are stained with it I Where'er I look, I see it ! 
Away , thou horrible vision ! Leave me! leave me! 
Alas I yon winding stream, that gropes its way 
Through mist and shadow, doubling on itself, 
At leng^ will find, by the unerring law 
Of nature, what it seeks. O soul of man, 
Grroping through mist and shadow, and recoiling 
Back on thyself, are, too, thy devious ways 
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Sabject to law ? and when thou seemest to wander 
The farthest from thy goal, art ihoa still drawing 
Nearer and nearer to it, till at length 

Thou findest, like the river, what thou seekest ? 

lExU. 

ACT V. 

ScKMX I. — Daybreak. Street m front of Ufsall's hmue. 
A Ugkt in the window. Enter John EmxiooTT. 

JOHN BNDIOOTT. 

O silent, sombre, and deserted streets. 

To me ye 're peopled with a sad procession, 

And edio only to the voice of sorrow I 

houses full of peaoefulness and sleep. 
Far better were it to awake no more 
Than wake to look upon such scenes again I 
There is a light in Master Upsall's window. 
The good man is already risen, for sleep 
Deserts the couches of die old. 

Knoeke at Ufsall's door, 
UPSALL (of the window). 

Who's there? 

JOHN BlfniCOTT. 

Am I SO changed you do not know my voice ? 

UPSALL. 

1 know you. Have you heard what things have 

happened? 

JOHH Bin>IOOTT. 

I have heard nothing. 

UPSALL. 

Stay ; I will come down. 

JOHN ■NDIOOTT. 

I am afraid some dreadful news awaits me I 
I do not dare to ask, yet am impatient 
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To know the worst. Oh, I am yeiy weary 
With waiting and with watching and pursoing ! 

Efiler Ufsall. 

UFBALL. 

Thank Gk>d, you have oome back I I 've much to 

tell you. 
Where have you been ? 

JOHN ENDICOTT. 

You know that I was seized. 
Fined, and released again. You know that Edith, 
After her scourging in three towns, was banished 
Into the wilderness, into the land 
That is not sown ; and there I followed her, 
But found her not. Where is she ? 

UFSAIX. 

She is here. 

JOHN Ein>ZC0TT. 

Oh, do not speak that word, for it means death I 

UPSALL. 

No, it means life. She sleeps in yonder chamber. 
Listen to me. When news of Leddra's death 
Beached England, Edward Burroughs, haying 

boldly 
Got access to the presence of the Ejng, 
Told him there was a vein of innocent blood 
Opened in his dominions here, which threatened 
To overrun them alL The E3ng replied, 
'^ But I will stop that vein I " and he forthwith 
Sent his Mandamus to our Magistrates, 
That they proceed no further in this business. 
So all are pardoned, and all set at large. 

JOHK ENBIOOTT. 

Thank Gh)d I This is a victoiy for truth I 
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Our thoughts are free. They cannot be shut up 
In prison walls, nor put to death on scaffolds 1 

UFSALL. 

Come in ; the morning air blows sharp and cold 
Through the damp streets. 

JOHN Eia>IC0TT. 

It is the dawn of day 
That chases the old darkness from onr sky, 
And fills the land with liberty and light. 

^Exeunt 

QcEJnU.'^TkepaHor o/the Thr^e Marinen, Enter Kjoi^ 

THOKH. 



A dull life this, — a dull life anyway t 

Beady for sea ; the cargo all aboard, 

Clearod for Barbadoes, and a fair wind blowing 

From nor'-nor'-west ; and I, an idle lubber, 

Laid neck and heels by that confounded bond I 

I said to Balph, says I, '' What's to be done ? " 

Says he : " Just slip your hawser in the night ; 

Sheer off, and pay it with the topsail, Simon." 

But that won't do ; because, you see, the owners 

Somehow or other are mixed up with it. 

Here are King Charles's Twelve Grood Bules, that 

Cole 
Thinks as important as the Bule of Three. 

Reads. 
<« Make no comparisons ; make no long meals." 
Those are good rules and golden for a landlord 
To hang in his best parlor, framed and glased I 
^ Maintain no ill opinions ; urge no healths." 
I drink the King's, whateyer he may say, 
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And, aa to ill opmions, that depends. 
Now of Balph Groldsmith I 've a good opinion, 
And of the bilboes I 've an ill opinion ; 
And both of these opinions I 'U maintain 
As long as there 's a shot left in the locker. 
Enter Edwabd Butter mth an ear-tnai^peL 

BUTTER. 

Gfood morning. Captain Kempthom. 

KEMFTHOEN. 

Sir, to yoo. 
Yon Ve the advantage of me. I don't know you. 
What may I call your name ? 

BUTTER. 

That 's not your name ? 



Yes, that 's my name. What 's yours? 

BUTTER. 

My name is Butter. 
I am the tieasurer of the Conmionwealth. 



Will you be seated? 

BUTTER. 

What say? Who 's oonoeited ? 

KEMFTHORK. 

Will you sit down ? 

BUTTER. 

Oh, thank you. 

KEMFTHORN. 

Spread yourself 
Upon this chair, sweet Butter. 

BUTTER (sitting down). 

A fine morning. 

EEMFTHORN. 

Nothing 's the matter with it that I know of. 
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I have seen better, and I have seen worse. 

The wind 's nor' west. That 's fair for them that 



BUTTEE. 

Yon need not speak so lond ; I understand you. 
Yon sail to-day. 



No, I don't sail to-day. 
So, be it fair or foul, it matters not. 
Say, will yon smoke ? There 's choice tobacco 
here. 

BUTTBB. 

No, thank you. It's against the law tosmoke. 



Then, will you drink? There 's good ale at this 
inn. 

BinTBB. 

Nof thank you. It 's against the law to drink. 



Well, almost everything 's against the law 

In this good town. Give a wide berth to one 

thing. 
You 're sure to fetch up soon on something else. 



And so you sail to^y for dear Old England. 
I am not one of those who think a sup 
Of this New England air is better worth 
Than a whole draught of our Old England's ale. 



Nor I. Give me the ale and keep the air. 
But, as I said, I do not sail to-day. 

BUTTSR. 

Ah yes ; you sail to-day. 
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I 'm under bonds 
To take some Quakers back to the Barbadoes ; 
And one of them is banished, and another 
Is sentenced to be hanged* 

BUTTER. 

No, all are pardoned, 
AU are set free, by order of the Court ; 
But some of them would fain return to England. 
You must not take them. Upon that condition 
Your bond is cancelled. 

KEMPTHOBN. 

Ah, the wind has shifted I 
I pray you, do you speak officially ? 

BUTTER. 

I always speak officially. To prove it. 
Here is the bond. 

Rising and giving a paper. 



And here 's my hand upon it. 
And, look you, when I say I '11 do a thing 
The thing is done. Am I now free to go ? 

BUTTER. 

What say? 

XZBfFTHORN. 

I say, confound the tedious man 
With his strange speaking-trumpet I Can I go ? 

BUTTER. 

You 're free to go, by order of the Court 

Your servant, sir. [B^ 

KEMPTHORN (shouting from the windmo). 

Swallow, ahoy I Hallo I 
If ever a man was happy to leave Boston, 
That man is Simon Kempthom of the Swallow I 
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Re&Uer Bu'rriUL 

BUTTXB. 

Pray, did you call ? 



Call ? Yes, I hailed the Swallow. 

BUTTBR, 

That 's not my name. My name is Edward Butter. 
Yon need not speak so loud. 

XKMFTHOBN (thoJong hands). 

Good-by I Good-by I 

BUTTEB. 

Your servant, sir. 

KEMFTHOBIC. 

And yours a thousand times I 

lExeunL 

SCBSB m. ~~ GrOVERHOB Endxcott's private room. An open 
wmdonD, Endioott eeaUd in an arwrduttr. BBLunch 
HAM standing near, 

ENDICOTT. 

O lost, O loved I wilt thou return no more ? 
O loved and lost, and loved the more when lost I 
How many men are dragged into their graves 
By their rebellious children I I now feel 
The agony of a father's breaking heart 
In David's cry, ^^ O Absalom, my son I " 

Can you not turn your thoughts a little while 
To public matters ? There are papers here 
That need attention. 

EUDICOTT. 

Trouble me no more 1 
My business now is with another world. 
Ah, Bichard Bellingham I I greatly fear 
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That in my righteous zeal I have been led 

To doing many things which, left undone. 

My mind would now be easier. Did I dream it» 

Or has some person told me, that John Norton 

Is dead? 

BKLIJIIOHAM. 

Ton have not dreamed it. He is dead. 
And gone to his reward. It was no dream. 

BNDIOOTT. 

Then it was veiy sudden ; for I saw him 
Standing where you now stand, not long ago. 

BKLLINGHAM. 

By his own fireside, in the afternoon, 
A f aintness and a giddiness came o'er him ; 
And, leaning on the chimney-pieoe, he cried, 
«« The hand of God is on me I " and fell dead. 

SMDICOTT. 

And did not some one say, or have I dreamed it, 
That Humphrey Atherton is dead ? 

BKLLOrGHAM. 

Alas! 
He too is gone, and by a death as sudden. 
Betuming home one evening, at the place 
Where usually the Quakers have been scourged. 
His horse took fright, and threw him to the 

ground. 
So that his brains were dashed about the street. 

BNDIOOTT. 

I am not superstitious, Bellingham, 
And yet I tremble lest it may have been 
A judgment on him. 

BELUNOHAM. 

So the people think. 
They say his horse saw standing in the way 



THE NEW ENGLAND TRAGEDIES 871 

The ghost of William Leddra, and was frightened. 
And furthermore, brave Richard Dayenport, 
The captain of the Castle, in the storm 
Has been struck dead by lightning. 

BNDICOTT. 

Speak no more. 
For as I listen to your voice it seems 
As if the Seven Thunders uttered their vinces, 
And the dead bodies lay about the streets 
Of the disconsolate city I Bellingham, 
I did not put those wretched men to death. 
I did but guard the passage with the sword 
Pointed towards them, and they rushed upon it I 
Yet now I would that I had taken no part 
In all that bloody work. 

BELLINOHAM. 

The guilt of it 
Be on their heads, not ours. 

EUDXCOTT. 

Are all set free ? 

BBLUMGHAlf. 

AU are at large. 

KITDICOTT. 

And none have been sent back 
To England to malign us with the King? 

BELUKGHAM. 

The ship that brought them sails this very hour, 
But carries no one back. 

A distant cannon. 

XHDIOOTT. 

What is that gun ? 

BBLLOIOHAlf. 

Her parting signal Through the window there. 
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Look, yon can see her sails, above the roofs. 
Dropping below the Castle, outward bound. 

ENDICOTT. 

white, white, white I Would that my soul had 

wings 
As spotless as those shining sails to fly with I 
Now lay this cushion straight I thank you. 

Hark! 

1 thought I heard the hall door open and shut I 
I thought I heard the footsteps of my boy I 

BELUNOHAM. 

It was the wind. There 's no one in the passage. 

ENDICOTT. 

O Absalom, my son I I feel the world 
Sinking beneath me, sinking, sinking, sinking I 
Death knocks I I go to meet himl Weloomet 
Death! 

Rises, and sinks hack dead ; his head falling aside tqton his 

shoulder, 

BELLIKQHAM. 

O ghastly sight I Like one who has been hanged I 
Endicott ! Endicott I He makes no answer I 

Raises Endicott's head. 
He breathes no more I How bright this signet-ring 
Glitters upon his hand, where he has worn it 
Through such long years of trouble, as if Deadi 
Had given him this memento of affection. 
And whispered in his ear, ^^ Bemember me I " 
How placid and how quiet is his face. 
Now that the struggle and the strife are ended! 
Only the acrid spirit of the times 
Corroded this true steel. Oh, rest in peace, 
Courageous heart I Forever rest in peace I 



GILES COREY OF THE SALEM 

FARMS 

DRAMATIS PERSONS 

GiLBS GoBXT Farmer. 

Jomr Hathobnb MagUtratt, 

GoTTOM Mathsb JCnuiero/tke Qimpd. 

JoKATHAK Wajjoot A yduUu 

RiGBABD Gabdhxb jSeo-Coptaifi. 

Jomr GiATD Core!f9 hired man, 

Mabtba Wife of QUes Corey. 

TiTUBA. . An Indian woman, 

Uamly WAUxn OneoftheAjffUeUd. 

Tk€ Scene ie in Saiem in iJm yearl69t. 

PBOL06TTK 

Delusions of the days that onoe have been, 
Witohoraft and wonders of the world unseen. 
Phantoms of air, and necromantic arts 
That crushed the weak and awed the stoutest 

hearts, — 
These are our theme to-night ; and yaguely here, 
Through the dim mists that crowd the atmosphere, 
We draw the outlines of weird figures cast 
In shadow on the background of the Past 

Who would beUeve that in the quiet town 
Of Salem, and amid the woods that crown 
The neighboring hillsides, and the sunny farms 
That fold it safe in their paternal arms, — 
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Who would believe that in those peaceful streets, 
Where the great elms shut out the summer heats. 
Where quiet reigns, and breathes through brain 

and breast 
The benediction of unbroken rest, — 
Who would believe such deeds could find a place 
As these whose tragic history we retrace ? 

'T was but a village then : the goodman ploughed 
His ample acres under sun or doud ; 
The goodwif e at her doorstep sat and spun. 
And gossiped with her neighbors in the sun ; 
The only men of dignity and state 
Were then the Minister and the Magistrate, 
Who ruled their little realm with iron rod. 
Less in the love than in the fear of Grod ; 
And who believed devoutly in the Powers 
Of Darkness, working in this world of ours. 
In speUs of Witchcraft, incantations dread. 
And shrouded apparitions of the dead. 

Upon this simple folk ^^ with fire and flame,*' 
Saith the old Chronicle, ^^ the Devil came ; 
Scattering his firebrands and his poisonous darts. 
To set on fire of Hell all tongues and hearts I 
And 't is no wonder ; for, with all his host, 
There most he rages where he hateth most, 
And is most hated ; so on us he brings 
AU these stupendous and portentous things I *' 

Something of this our scene to-night will show; 
And ye who listen to the Tale of Woe, 
Be not too swift in casting the first stone. 
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Nor think New England bears the gnilt alone. 
This sadden burst of wickedness and crime 
Was bat the common madness of the time, 
YHien in all lands, that lie within the sonnd 
Of Sabbath bells, a Witch was bomed or drowned. 



ACTL 

SoEXE L^ The woods near Saiem ViUaffe. Enter TrnmAf 

mtk a boikei of herbs. 

TITUHA. 

Here's monkVhood, that breeds fever in the 

blood; 
And deadly nightshade, that makes men see 

ghosts; 
And henbane, that will shake them with conval- 

sions; 
And meadow-saffron and Uack hellebore, 
That rack the nerves, and pnff the skin with 

dropsy; 
And bitter-sweet, and briony, and ey^-bright, 
That oanse ernptions, nosebleed, rheumatisms ; 
I know them, and the places wbere they hide 
In field and meadow ; and I know their secrets, 
And gather them becaose they give me power 
Over all men and women* Armed with these, 
I, Titaba, an Indian and a slave. 
Am stronger than the captain with his sword, 
Am richer than the merchant with bis money. 
Am wiser than the scholar with his books. 
Mightier than Ministers and Magistrates, 
With all the fear and reverence that attend them I 
For I can fill their bones with aches and pains. 
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Can make them cough with asdima, ahaka with 

palsy, 
Can make Iheir daughters see and talk with ghosts^ 
Or fall into delirium and oonvulsiona. 
I have the Evil Eye, the Evil Hand; 
A touch from me, and they are weak with pain, 
A look from me, and they congume and die. 
The death of cattle and the blight of com. 
The shipwreck, the tornado, and the fire, — 
These are my doings, and they know it not. 
Thus I work vengeance on mine enemies. 
Who, while they call me slave, are slaves to me ! 

Exit TrruBA. Enter Mathkb, booted and tpurred^ wUk a 

riding-^ohip in his hand. 



Methinks that I have come by paths unknown 

Into the land and atmosphere of Witches ; 

For, meditating as I journeyed on, 

Lo I I have lost my way 1 If I remember 

Bightly, it is Scribonius the learned 

That teUs the stoiy of a man who, praying 

For one that was possessed by Evil Spirits, 

Was struck by Evil Spirits in the face ; 

I, journeying to circumvent the Witches, 

Surely by Witches have been led astray. 

I am persuaded there are few affairs 

In which the Devil doth not interfere. 

We cannot undertake a journey even. 

But Satan will be there to meddle with it 

By hindering or by furthering. He hath led me 

Into this thicket, struck me in the face 

With branches of the trees, and so entangled 

The fetlocks of my horse with vines and brambles. 
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That I must needs dismount, and searcli on foot 
For the lost pathway leading to the village. 

Reintar TrrvBA. 
What shape is this ? What monstrous apparition, 
Exceeding fierce, that none may pass that way ? 
Tell me, good woman, if you are a woman — 

TTTUBA. 

I am a woman, but I am not good. 
I am a Witch I 



Then tell me. Witch and woman. 
For yon must know the pathways through this 

wood. 
Where Ueth Salem Village? 

TITUJIA. 

Beverendsir, 
The village is near by. I 'm going there 
With these few herbs. I '11 lead you. Follow me. 

MATHKR. 

First say, who are you ? I am loath to follow 
A stranger in this wilderness, for fear 
Of being misled, and left in some morass. 
Who are you ? 

irruBA. 
I am Tituba the Witch, 
Wife of John Indian. 



You are Tituba? 
I know you then. Ton have renounced the Devil, 
And have become a penitent confessor. 
The Lord be praised I Go on, I '11 follow yon. 
Wait only tiU I fetch my horse, that stands 
Tethered among the trees, not tax from here. 
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TTTUBA. 

Let me get up behind you, reyerend sir. 



The Lord forbid I What would the people think, 
If they ahould see the Reverend Cotton Mather 
Ride into Salem with a Witch behind him ? 
The Lord forbid I 

TTTUBA. 

I do not need a horse I 
I can ride through the air upon a stick. 
Above the tree-tops and above the houses, 
And no one see me, no one overtake me I 

\ExamL 

Scene H. — A room at Justice Hathobne's. A dock m 
ihe comer. Enter Hathorne and Mather. 

HATHORNE. 

You are welcome, reverend sir, thrice welcome 

here 
Beneath my humble roof. 



I thank your Worship. 

HATHORinE. 

Pray you be seated. You must be fatigued 
WiUi your, long ride through unfrequented woods. 

They tit down. 



You know the purport of my visit here, — 
To be advised by you, and counsel with you. 
And with the Reverend Clergy of the village. 
Touching these witchcrafts that so much 

you; 
And see with mine own eyes the wonders told 
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Of spectres and the shadows of the dead, 
That come back from their graves to speak with 
men. 

HATHORNB. 

Some men there are, I have known sach, who 

think 
That the two worlds — the Been and the unseen. 
The world of matter and the world of spirit — 
Are like the hemispheres upon our maps, 
And touch each other only at a point. 
But these two worlds are not divided thus. 
Save for the purposes of common speech. 
They form one globe, in which the parted seas 
All flow together and are intermingled. 
While the great continents remain distinct 



I doubt it not The spiritual world 

Lies all about us, and its avenues 

Are open to the unseen feet of phantoms 

That come and go, and we perceive them not, 

Save by their influence, or when at times 

A most mysterious Providence permits them 

To manifest themselves to mortal eyes. 

HATHORIUE. 

You, who are always welcome here among us, 
Are doubly welcome now. We need your wisdom, 
Your learning in these things, to be our guide. 
The Devil hath come down in wrath upon us. 
And ravages the land with all his hosts. 



The Unclean Spirit said, ** My name is Legion t *' 
Multitudes in the Valley of Destruction I 
But when our fervent, well-dixected prayers, 
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Which are the great artillery of Heaven, 

Are brought into the field, I see them scattered 

And driven like Autumn leaves before the wind. 

HATHORNE. 

You, as a Minister of Grod, can meet them 
With spiritual weapons ; but, alas ! 
I, as a Magistrate, must combat them 
With weapons from the armory of the fleshu 



These wonders of the world invisible, — 
These spectral shapes that haunt our habita- 
tions, — 
The multiplied and manifold afflictions 
With which the aged and the dying saints 
Have their death prefaced and their age imbit- 

tered, — 
Are but prophetic trumpets that proclaim 
The Second Coming of our Lord on earth. 
The evening wolves will be much more abroad, 
When we are near the evening of the world. 

HATHOBME. 

When you shall see, as I have hourly seen. 
The sorceries and the witchcrafts that torment us. 
See children tortured by invisible spirits. 
And wasted and consumed by powers unseen. 
You will confess the half has not been told you. 

MATHER. 

It must be so. The death-pangs of the Devil 
Will make him more a Devil than before ; 
And Nebuchadnezzar's furnace will be heated 
Seven times more hot before its putting out. 

HATHORNE. 

Advise me, reverend sir. I look to you 
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For oonnsel and for g^dance in this matter. 
What further shall we do? 



Bemember this, 
That as a sparrow falls not to the g^und 
Without the will of Gh>d, so not a Devil 
Can come down from the air without his leave. 
We must inquire. 

HATHORMB. 

Dear sir, we have inquired ; 
Sifted the matter thoroughly through and through, 
And then resifted it. 

MATHER. 

If (rod permits 
These Evil Spirits from the unseen regions 
To visit us with surprising informations. 
We must inquire what cause there is for this. 
But not receive the testimony borne 
By spectres as conclusive proof of guilt 
In the accused. 

HATHORKX. 

Upon such evidence 
We do not rest our case. The ways are many 
In which the guilty do betray themselves. 

MATHBR. 

Be carefuL Carry the knife with such exact' 

ness. 
That on one side no innocent blood be shed 
By too excessive zeal, and, on the other 
No shelter given to any work of darkness. 

HATHORNX. 

For one, I do not fear excess of zeaL 

What do we gain by parleying with the Devil ? 
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You reason, bnt yon hesitate to act I 

Ah, reverend sir I believe me, in such cases 

The only safety is in acting promptly. 

'T is not the part of wisdom to delay 

In things where not to do is still to do 

A deed more fatal than the deed we shrink from. 

Yon are a man of books and meditation, 

Bnt I am one who acts. 



God give ns wisdom 
In the directing of this thorny business. 
And guide us, lest New England should become 
Of an unsavory and sulphurous odor 
In the opinion of the world abroad I 

The dock gbriia. 

I never hear the striking of a dock 
Without a warning and an admonition 
That time is on the wing, and we must quicken 
Our tardy pace in journeying Heavenward, 
As Israel did in journeying Canaan-ward I 

Theyriie. 

HATHORKB. 

Then let us make all haste ; and I will show you 
In what disguises and what fearful shapes 
The Unclean Spirits haunt this neighborhood. 
And you will pardon my excess of seaL 



Ah, poor New England ! He who hurricanoed 
The house of Job is making now on thee 
One last assault, more deadly and more snarled 
With unintelligible circumstances 

Than any thou hast hitherto encountered I 

lExemU. 
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SoBNX in. — A room in WAUxyr's hoiue. Mabt Waloot 
MetUed m an carm-diair, TrruBA wUh a mirror. 



Tell me another stoiy, Tituba. 

A drowsinesB is stealing over me 

Which is not sleep; for, though I close mine eyes, 

I am awake, and in another world. 

Dim faces of the dead and of the absent 

Come floating up before me, — floating, &ding, 

TITUBA. 

Look into this glass. 
What see yon ? 

MABT. 

Nothing but a golden YBipor. 
Yes, something more. An ishnd, with the se 
Breaking all round it, like a blooming hedge. 
What land is this ? 

TTrUBA. 

It is San Salvador, 
Where Tituba was bom. What see you now? 



A man all black and fierce. 

TITUBA. 

That is my father. 
He was an Obi man, and taught me magic, — 
Taught me the use of herbs and images. 
What is he doing ? 

MABT. 

Holding in his hand 
A waxen figure. He is melting it 
Slowly before a fire. 

TITUBA. 

And now what see you? 
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A woman lying on a bed of leaves, 
Wasted and worn away. Ah, she is dying I 

TTTUBA. 

That is the way the Obi men destroy 
The people they dislike I That is the way 
Some one is wasting and consoming yon. 



Yon terrify me, Titaba I Oh, save me 

From those who make me pine and waste away t 

Who are they? Tell me. 

TITUBA* 

Thai I do not knoiw. 
But yon will see them. They will oome to yoo. 



No, do not let them oome I I cannot bear it I 
I am too weak to bear it I I am dying. 

FatU inio a franec 



Hark! there is some one coming I 

Enter HathobmSv Mathxb, amd Waloot. 

There she baa. 
Wasted and worn by devilish incantations I 
O my poor sister I 



Is she always thus? 

WALOOr. 

Nay, she is sometimes tortored by cohtdIsioiis. 



Poor child! How thm she ist How wan aad 
wastedl 

BATBOBHK. 

Observe her. She is troubled in her sleep. 
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Some fearful yision haunts her. 

HATHORIVX. 

You now eee 
With your own eyes, and touch with your own 

The mysteries of this Witohcraft. 



One would need 
The hands of Briareus and the eyes of Argus 
To see and touch them alL 

HATHORNB. 

You now have entered 
The realm of ghosts and phantomsi — the vast 

realm 
Of the unknown and the invisible. 
Through whose wideopen gates there blows a 

wind 
From the dark valley of the shadow of Death, 
That freezes us with horror. 

MAET (ttttrtmg). 

Take her hence I 
Take her away from me. I see her there I 
She 's coming to torment me I 

WALCOT (taking her iloti^. 

O my sister ! 
What frightens you ? She neither hears nor sees 

me. 
She 's in a trance. 



Do you not see her there ? 

TITOBA. 

My child, who is it? 
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Ah, I do not know. 
I cannot see her face. 



TTTUBA. 

How ifl she clad? 



She wears a crimson bodice. In her hand 
She holds an image, and is pinching it 
Between her fingers. Ah, she tortnres me 1 
I see her face now. It is Goodwif e Bishop ! 
Why does she tortnre me ? I never harmed her I 
And now she strikes me with an iron rod ! 
Oh, I am beaten I 

MATHEB. 

This is wonderful I 
I can see nothing I Is this apparition 
Visibly there, and yet we cannot see it? 

HATHORNE. 

It is. The spectre is invisible 

Unto our grosser senses, but she sees it. 

IfART. 

Look ! look ! there is another clad in gray ! 
She holds a spindle in her hand, and threatens 
To stab me with it ! It is Goodwif e Corey ! 
Keep her away I Now she is coming at me I 
O mercy I mercy I 

WALOOT (thrusting wUh his sword). 

There is nothing there I 

MATHBB (to HATHORinE). 

Do you see anything ? 

HATBOBME. 

The laws that govern 
The spiritual world prevent our seeing 
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Things palpable and visible to her. 

These spectres are to us as if they were not. 

Mark her ; she wakes. 

l^UBA toucka htTf and ike awakes. 



Who are these gentlemen ? 

WALOOT. 

They are oar friends. Dear Maiy, are you better? 



Weak, very weak* 

Taking a tpmHefiom her kg^f and holding A tip. 

How came this spindle here ? 

TTTUBA. 

You wrenched it from the hand of Goodwif e Corey 
When she rushed at you. 

HATHOBNB. 

Mark that, reverend sir I 



It is most marvelloas, most inexplicable ! 

TiTUBA (pidting i^abit of gray doih/rcm the floor). 
And here, too, is a bit of her gray dress. 
That the sword cut away. 



Beholding this. 
It were indeed by far more credulous 
To be incredulous than to believe. 
None but a Sadducee, who doubts of all 
Pertaining to the spiritual world, 
Could doubt such manifest and damning proo& I 

HATHOBNB. 

Are you convinced ? 

MATHER (to MABT). 

Dear child, be comforted I 
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Only by prayer and faating can you drive 
These Unclean Spirits from you. An old man 
Gives you his Uessing. Grod be with you, Mary I 



ACT n. 

SCKNB L — GiLRS Cobet'b yarm. Morning. Enter Cobxt, 

with a honeshoe and a hammer. 

COBET. 

^ The Lord hath prospered me. The rising sun 
y Shines on my Hundred Acres and my woods 
^ As if he loved them. On a mom like this 
I can forgive mine enemies, and thank God 
For all his goodness unto me and mine. 
My orchard groans with russets and peaMuains ; 
My ripening com shines golden in the sun ; 
My bams are crammed with hay, my cattle thrive ; 
The birds sing blithely on the trees around me ! 
And blither than the birds my heart within me. 
But Satan still goes up and down the earth ; 
And to protect this house from his assaults, 
And keep the powers of darkness from my door. 
This horseshoe will I nail upon the threshold. 

Nails down the honeshoe. 
There, ye night-hags and witches that torment 
The neighborhood, ye shall not enter here I — 
What is the matter in the field ? — John Gloyd I 
The cattle are all running to the woods 1 — 
John Gloyd I Where is the man ? 

Enter John Glotd. 

Look there! 
What ails the cattle ? Are they all bewitched ? 
They run like mad. 
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OU>TD. 

They have been overlooked. 

OORBT. 

The Evil Eye is on them sure enough. 

Call all the men. Be qnick. Oo after them I 

EsaJL 6u>Ti> and enter Mabtha. 



What is amiss? 

OOBXT. 

The cattle are bewitched. 
They are broken loose and making for the woods. 

MARTHA. 

Why will yon harbor such delusions, Giles ? 
Bewitched? Well, then it was John Gloyd be- 
witched them ; 
I saw him even now take down the bars 
And turn them loose I They 're only frolicsome. 

OOBXT. 

The rascal I 

MABTHA. 

I was standing in the road. 
Talking with Goodwife Proctor, and I saw him. 

OORKT. 

With Proctor's wife ? And what says Goodwife 
Proctor? 

MARTHA. 

Sad things indeed ; the saddest you can hear 
Of Bridget Bishop. She 's cried out upon I 

CORKY. 

Poor soul I I 've known her forty year or more. 
She was the widow Wasselby ; and then 
She married Oliver, and Bishop next. 
She 's had three husbands. I remember well 
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My games of shovel-board at Bishop's tavern 
In the old merry days, and she so gay 
With her red paragon bodice and her ribbons I 
Ah, Bridget Bishop always was a Witoh 1 

MABTHA. 

They '11 little help her now, — her caps and ribbons. 
And her red paragon bodice, and her plumes, 
With which she flaunted in the Meeting-house I 
When next she goes there, it will be for triaL 

COSET. 

When will that be ? 

MABTHA. 

This very day at ten. 

OORBT. 

Then get you ready. We will go and see it. 
Come ; you shall ride behind me on the pillion. 

MABTHA. 

Not I. You know I do not like such things. 
I wonder you should. I do not believe 
In Witches nor in Witchcraft. 

COBXT. 

Well, I do. 
There 's a strange fascination in it all. 
That draws me on and on, I know not why. 

BCABTHA. 

What do we know of spirits good or ill. 
Or of their power to hdp us or to harm us? 

COBET. 

Surely what 's in the Bible must be true. 
Did not an Evil Spirit come on Saul ? 
Did not the Witch of Endor bring the ghost 
Of Samuel from his grave ? The Bible says so. 



That happened very long ago. 
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OOBET. 

With God 
There is no long ago. 

ICABTRA. 

There is with ucu 

OOBST. 

And Mary Magdalene had seven deyils, 
And he who dwelt among the tombs a legion I 



Ood's power is infinite. I do not doubt it. 

If in His providence He onoe permitted . 

Such things to be among the Israelites, ; 

It does not follow He permits them now, ^ 

And among us who are not Israelites. 

But we will not dispute about it, GKles. 

Gro to the Tillage, if you think it best. 

And leave me here ; I 'U go about my work. 

[EteU into ihe Aoufe. 

CORBT. 

And I will go and saddle the gray mare. 
The last word always. That is woman's nature. 
If an old man will many a young wife, 
He must make up his mind to many things. 
It 's putting new doth into an old garment, 
When the strain oomes, it is the old gives way. 

Goet to the door. 

Martha I I forgot to tell you something. 

1 *ve had a letter from a friend of mine, 
A certain Richard Gardner of Nantucket, 
Master and owner of a whaling-vessel ; 

He writes that he is coming down to see us. 
I hope you *11 like him. 

MABTHA. 

I will do my best 
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OOBET. 

That 's a good woman. Now I will be gone. 
I 've not seen Grardner for this twenty year ; 
But there is something of the sea abont him, — 
Something so open, generous, large, and strong. 

It makes me love him better than a brother. 

{ExiL 

Mabtha comes to ike door. 



Oh these old friends and cronies of my husband. 
These captains from Nantucket and the Cape, 
That come and turn my house into a tayem 
With their carousing ! Still, there 's something 

frank 
In these seafaring men that makes me like them. 
Why, here 's a horseshoe nailed upon the door- 
step! 
GKles has done this to keep away the Witches. 
I hope this Richard Grardner will bring with him 
A gale of good sound common-sense, to blow 
The fog of these delusions from his brain ! 

CORET (toiihm)* 
Ho! Martha! Martha! 

Enter Cobet. 

Have yon seen my saddle ? 



I saw it yesterday. 

CORET. 

Where did you see it ? 



On a gray mare, that somebody was riding 
Along the village road. 



OORET. 

Who was it? Tell me. 
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Some ooe who should have stayed at home. 

CORBT (rutrainmg hmidf). 

I see! 
Don't vex me, Martha. Tell me where it is. 



I 've hidden it away. 

OOBXT. 

Go fetch it me. 



Go find it 

OOBXT. 

No. 1 11 ride down to the village 
Bare-back ; and when the people stare and say, 
^* Giles Corey, where 's your saddle ? " I will 

answer, 
** A Witch has stolen it." How shall you like 

that? 

MABTHA. 

I shall not like it 

OORBT. 

Then go fetch the saddle. 

[£xir Martha. 

If an old man will marry a young wife, 
Why then — why then — why then — he must 
spell Baker I 
Enter Mabtha with tKe $addUf whidk $he tkrawt dawn, 

MABTHA. 

There I There 's the saddle. 

OOBXT. 

Take it up. 

I won't ! 
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OOBBT. 

Then let it lie there. I 'U ride to the village, 
And say you are a Witoh. 



No, not that, Gri 
She iahu vp the toddle. 



Now oome with me, and saddle the gray mare 
With your own hands ; and you shall see me ride 
Along the village road as is becoming 
Griles Corey of the Salem Farms, your hosband ! 

[ExetmL 



ScENB n. — 7^ Often in front of the Meetmff-house in Solem 
Vittage. People coming and going. Enter Giles Cobet. 

OOBET. 

A melancholy end I Who would have thought 
That Bridget Bishop e'er would oome to this? 
Accused, convicted, and condemned to death 
For Witchcraft ! And so good a woman too I 

A FARMEB. 

Good morrow, neighbor Corey. 

COKEY (not hearing him). 

Who is safe? 
How do I know but under my own roof 
I too may harbor Witches, and some Devil 
Be plotting and contriving against me ? 



He does not hear. Good morrow, neighbor Corey I 

CORET. 

Good morrow. 



Have you seen John Proctor lately ? 
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OOBBT. 

No, I have not 

FARHBR. 

Then do not see him, Corey. 

COREY. 

Why should I not 7 

FARHBR. 

Beoauae he 's angry with you. 
So keep out of his way. Avoid a qnaneL 

CORET. 

Why does he seek to fix a quarrel on me ? 



He says you burned his house. 

OORET. 

I bum his house ? 
If he says that, John Proctor is a liar I 
The night his house was burned I was in bed. 
And I can prove it ! Why, we are old friends I 
He could not say that of me. 

FARMER. 

He did say it. 
I heard him say it. 

CORET. 

Then he shall unsay it. 



He said you did it out of spite to him 
For taking part against yon in the quarrel 
You had with your John Gloyd about his wages. 
He says you murdered Groodell; that you tram- 
pled 
Upon his body till he breathed no more. 
And so beware of him ; that *s my advice I 

[Exit. 
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OOBET. 

By Heaven I this is too maohl I'll seek him 

out, 
And make him eat his words, or strangle him. 
I 'U not be slandered at a time like this. 
When every word is made an aoeosation, 
When every whisper kills, and every man 
Walks with a halter round his neok I 

Enter Glotd m hoMU, 

What now? 

OLOTD. 

I came to look for you. The cattle — 

OOBKT. 

Well, 
What of them ? ELave you found them ? 

OIX>TD. 

They are dead. 
I followed them through the woods, across the 

meadows; 
Then they all leaped into the Ipswich Biver, 
And swam across, but could not dimb the bank. 
And so were drowned. 

CORST. 

You are to blame for this ; 
For you took down the bars, and let them loose. 

OIX>TD. 

That I deny. They broke the fences down. 
Tou know they were bewitched. 

COBET. 

Ah, my poor cattle ! 
The Evil Eye was on them ; that is true. 
Day of disaster I Most unlucky day I 
Why did I leave my ploughing and my reaping 
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To plough and reap this Sodom and Gomorrali? 
Oh, I could drown myself for sheer vexation I 

lExiL 

OLOTD. 

He 's going for his catUe. He won't find them. 
By this time they have drifted out to sea. 
They will not break his fences any more, 
Though they may break his heart And what 
care I? lExU. 

SoKnlQ. — CoBxr'siifdbai. A iabU wiik nqiper. Mabtha 

knitting. 



He 's come at last. I hear him in the passage. 

Something has gone amiss with him to-day ; 

I know it by his step, and by the sound 

The door made as he shut it. He is angry. 

JBnIer Coket wUk ku ndrng^tohip. At he tpeaka he take» iff 
ki$ hat and gU>o€$f and tkrom them dawn violently. 

OORBT. 

I say if Satan ever entered man 
He 's in John Proctor I 



Griles, what is the matter ? 
Yon frighten me. 

COBBT. 

I say if any man 
Can have a Devil in him, then that man 
Is Proctor, — is John Proctor, and no other I 



Why, what has he been doing? 

OOBBT. 

Everything I 
What do you think I heard there in the village ? 
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I 'm sure I cannot goesB. What did yon hear 



He says I bnmed his house ! 

Does he say that ? 



He says I bnmed his honse. I was in bed 
And £ut asleep that night ; and I can pioye it. 



If he says that, I think the Father of lies 
Is sorely in the man. 



He does say that, 
And that I did it to wreak vengeance on him 
For taking sides against me in the qnarrel 
I had with that John Gloyd about his wages. 
And Grod knows that I never bore him malice 
For that, as I have told him twenty times ! 



It is John Gloyd has stirred him up to this. 
I do not like that Gloyd. I think him crafty. 
Not to be trusted, sullen, and untmthfuL 
Come, have your supper. Tou are tired and hun- 

COBET. 

I 'm angry, and not hungry. 



Do eat something. 
You 'U be the better for it. 

COBET (jsktmg down). 

I 'm not hungry. 

MARTHA. 

Let not the sun go down upon your wrath. 
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OOBET. 

It has gone down upon it, and will rise 
To-morrow, and go down again npon it. 
They have trumped up against me the old stoiy 
Of causing Goodell's death by trampUng on him. 

MABTHA. 

Oh, that is false. I know it to be false. 

OOBET. 

He has been dead these fourteen years or more. 
Why can't they let him rest? Why must they 

drag him 
Out of his grave to give me a bad name ? 
I did not kill him. In his bed he died. 
As most men die, because his hour had come. 
I have wronged no man. Why should Ftootor say 
Such things about me ? I will not forgive him 
Till he confesses he has slandered me. 
Then, I've more trouble. All my cattle gone. 

MARTHA. 

They will come back again. 

COBET. 

Not in this world. 
Did I not teU you they were overlooked ? 
They ran down through the woods, into the mead- 

0WS9 
And tried to swim the river, and were drowned. 
It is a heavy loss. 

MABTHA. 

I 'm sorry for it. 

COBKT. 

All my dear oxen dead. I loved them, Martha, 
Next to yourself, I liked to look at them, 
And watch the breath come out of their wide nos- 
trils, 
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And see their patient eyes. Somehow I though 

It gave me strength only to look at them. 

And how they strained their necks against the 

yoke 
If I but spoke, or touched them with the goad I 
They were my friends ; and when Gloyd came and 

told me 
They were all drowned, I could have drowned my- 

selE 
From sheer vexation ; and I said as much 
To Gloyd and others. 



Do not trust John Oloyd 
With anything yon would not have repeated. 

COBET. 

As I came through the woods this afternoon, 
Impatient at my loss, and much perplexed 
With all that I had heard there in the village. 
The yellow leaves lit up the trees about me 
Like an enchanted palace, and I wished 
I knew enough of mag^c or of Witchcraft 
To change them into gold. Then suddenly 
A tree shook down some crimson leaves upon me» 
Like drops of blood, and in the path before me 
Stood Tituba the Indian, the old crone. 

MAKTHA. 

Were you not frightened ? 

CORBT. 

No, I do not think 
I know the meaning of that word. Why fright- 
ened? 
I am not one of those who think the Lord 
Is waiting till He catches them some day 
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In the back yard alone I What should I fear? 
She started from the bushes by the path. 
And had a basket full of herbs and roots 
For some witoh-broth or other, — the old hag I 



She has been here to^y. 

OOKET. 

With hand oatstretched 
She said : ^ Griles Corey, will you sign the Book ? " 
^^Ayanntl*' I cried: **Gret thee behind me, 

SatanI" 
At which she langhed and left me. But a voioe 
Was whispering in my ear continually : 
^ Self-mnrder is no crime. The life of man 
Is his, to keep it or to throw away ! " 



T was a temptation of the Evil One I 
Giles, Giles I why will you harbor these dark 
thoughts? 

COKET (rmng), 

I am too tired to talk. I '11 go to bed. 

MARTHA. 

first tell me something about Bridget Bishop. 
How did she look? Tou saw her? You were 
there? 



I 'U tell you that to-morrow, not to-night. 
I 'U go to bed. 



First let us pray together. 

OORET. 

I cannot pray to^dght. 
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MARTHA. 

Say the Lord's Prayer, 
And that will comfort you* 

OOBET. 

I cannot say, 
*^ As we forgive those that have sinned against us," 
When I do not forgive thenu 

MARTHA (knedmg on the hearth). 

God forgive you! 

CORET. 

I will not make believe I I say, to-night 
There 's something thwarts me when I wish to pray. 
And throsts into my mind, instead of prayers. 
Hate and revenge, and things that are not prayers. 
Something of my old self, — my old, bad life, — 
And the old Adam in me, rises up, 
And will not let me pray. I am afraid 
The Devil hinders me. Ton know I say 
Just what I think, and nothing more nor less. 
And, when I pray, my heart is in my prayer. 
I cannot say one thing and mean another. 
If I can't pray, I will not make believe I 

lExU Corey. Martha continues knedmff, 

ACT m. 

Scene L — Giles Corey's Irftto&^n. Morning. Cobey and 
Martha iiiHng at the breakfast-tabie. 

COREY (mtfl^). 

Well, now I 've told you all I saw and heard 
Of Bridget Bishop ; and I must be gone. 

MARTELA^ 

Don't go into the village, Giles, to^ay. 

Last night you came back tired and out of humor. 
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CORET. 

Say, angry ; say, right angry. I was never 
In a more deviliah temper in my life. 
All things went wrong with me. 

MARTHA. 

You were much vexed ; 
So don't go to the Tillage. 

OORET (going). 

No, I won't 
I won't go near it. We are going to mow 
The Ipswich meadows for the aftermath. 
The crop of sedge and rowens. 

MARTHA. 

Stay a moment. 
I want to tell you what I dreamed last night. 
Do you believe in dreams? 

OORET. 

Why, yes and no. 
When they come true, then I belieTe in them ; 
When they come false, I don't believe in them. 
Bat let me hear. What did you dream about ? 

MARTHA. 

I dreamed that yon and I were both in prison ; 
That we had fetters on our hands and feet ; 
That we were taken before the Magistrates, 
And tried for Witchcraft, and condemned to 

death I 
I wished to pray ; they would not let me pray ; 
You tried to comfort me, and they forbade it. 
But the most dreadful thing in all my dream 
Was that they made you testify against me I 
And then there came a kind of mist between us ; 
I could not see you ; and I woke in terror. 



L 
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I never was more thankful in my life 

Than when I f onnd you sleeping at my side I 

COBET {wth tendemeMs), 

It was our talk last night that made yon dream. 
I 'm sorry for it. I 'U control myself 
Another time, and keep my temper down I 
I do not like such dreams. — Remember, Martiha, 
I 'm going to mow the Ipswich River meadows ; 
If Graidner comes, you '11 tell him where to find 
me. 



So this delusion grows from bad to worse. 
First, a forsaken and forlorn old woman. 
Ragged and wretched, and without a friend ; 
Then something higher. Now it 's Bridget Bishop ; 
God only knows whose turn it will be next I 
The Magistrates are blind, the people mad I 
If they would only seize the Afflicted Children, 
And put them in the Workhouse, where they 

should be. 
There 'd be an end of all this wickedness. 



ScEifE n. — A street m Salem VUlaffe. Enter Mathkb and 

Hathorns. 

MATHER. 

Tet one thing troubles me. 

HATHORNE. 

And what is that? 

MATHER. 

May not the Devil take the outward shape 
Of innocent persons ? Are we not in danger. 
Perhaps, of punishing some who are not guilty? 
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HATHORMB. 

As I have said, we do not tmst alone 
To spectral evidence. 

MATHER. 

And then again, 
If any shall be put to death for Witchoralti 
We do but kill the body, not the souL 
The Unclean Spirits that possessed them once 
Live still, to enter into other bodies. 
What have we gained ? Surely, there 's nothing 
gained. 

HATHORMB. 

Doth not the Scripture say, ^* Thou shalt not 

suffer 
AWitohtoUve?" 

MATHER. 

The Scripture sayeth it, 
But speaketh to the Jews ; and we are Chiistians* 
What say the laws of England ? 

HATHORNB. 

They make Witchcraft 
Felony without the benefit of Clergy. 
Witches are burned in England. You have 

read — 
For you read all things, not a book escapes yon — 
The famous Demonology of King James ? 

MATHER. 

A curious volume. I remember also 
The plot of the Two Hundred, with one ilan, 
The Registrar of the Devil, at their head, 
To drown his Majesty on his return 
From Denmark; how they sailed in sieves or 
riddles 
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Unto North Berwick Kirk in Lothian, 

And, landing there, danced hand in hand, and 

sang, 
^* Groodwif e, go ye before I goodwife, go ye ! 
If ye '11 not go before, goodwife, let me ! " 
While Geilis Duncan played the Witches' Beel 
Upon a jews-harp. 

HATHORNE. 

Then you know full well 
The English law, and that in England Witches, 
When lawfully convicted and attainted, 
Are put to death. 

HATHER. 

When lawfully convicted ; 
That is the point. 

HATHOBKE. 

You heard the evidence 
Produced before us yesterday at the trial 
Of Bridget Bishop. 

MATHER. 

One of the Afiiicted, 
I know, bore witness to the apparition 
Of ghosts unto the spectre of this Bishop, 
Saying, ^* Tou murdered us ! " of the truth whereof 
There was in matter of fact too much suspi- 
cion. 

HATRORNE. 

And when she cast her eyes on the Afflicted, 
They were struck down ; and this in such a 

manner 
There could be no collusion in the business. 
And when the accused but laid her hand upon 

them. 
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As they lay in their swoons, they straight revived. 
Although they stirred not when the others touched 
them. 



What most oonvinoed me of the woman's guilt 
Was finding hidden in her cellar wall 
Those poppets made of rags, with headless pins 
Stuck into them point outwards, and whereof 
She could not give a reasonable account 

HATHOBNS. 

When yon shall read the testimony given 
Before the Court in all the other cases, 
I am persuaded you will find the proof 
No less conclusive than it was in this. 
Come, then, with me, and I will tax your patience 
With reading of the documents so far 
As may convince you that these sorcerers 
Are lawfully convicted and attainted. 
Like doubting Thomas, you shall lay your hand 
Upon these wounds, and you will doubt no more. 

{ExewfU. 

ScKNB HL — A room in Coret's home. Maktha and two 

Deaeant of the cAtircA. 



Be seated* I am glad to tee you here. 

I know what you are come for. You are come 

To question me, and lean from my own lips 

If I have any dealings with the Devil ; 

In short, if I 'm a Witch. 

DBAOOM (jriiUng down). 

Such is our purpose. 
How could you know beforehand why we came ? 
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'T was only a sunniBe. 

DBAGOK. 

We came to ask yon. 
You being with us in chiireh oovenant, 
What part you have, if any, in these matters. 

MABTHA. 

And I make answer. No part whatsoeyer. 
I am a farmer's wife, a working woman ; 
Tou see my spinning-wheel, you see my loom. 
You know the duties of a fiumer's wife, 
And are not ignorant that my life among yon 
Has been without reproach until this day. 
Is it not true ? 

DBAGON. 

So much we 're bound to own ; 
And say it frankly, and without reserre. 

MABTHA. 

I Ve heard the idle tales that are abroad ; 
I Ve heard it whispered that I am a Witch ; 
I cannot help it. I do not believe 
In any Witchcraft It is a delusion. 

DKACOK. 

How can you say that it is a delusion. 
When all our learned and good men 

it? — 
Our Ministers and worshipful Magistrates? 

MABTHA. 

Their eyes are blinded, and see not the truth* 
Perhaps one day they will be open to it. 

DEACOK. 

You answer boldly. The Afflicted Children 
Say you appeared to them. 
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MABTHA. 

And did they say 
What olotlies I came in ? 

DSAOON. 

No, they ooald not telL 
They said that yon foresaw our visit heie. 
And blinded them, so that they oould not see 
The clothes you wore. 

MARTBA. 

The cunning, crafty girls! 
I say to you, in all sincerity, 
I never have appeared to any one 
In my own person. If the Devil takes 
My shape to hurt these children, or afflict them, 
I am not guilty of it. And I say 
It 's all a mere delusion of the senses. 

DEACOK. 

I greatly fear that you will find too late 
It is not so. 

MABTHA (riting). 

They do accuse me falsely. 
It is delusion, or it is deceit. 
There is a story in the ancient Scriptures 
Which much I wonder comes not to your yni^d^ 
Let me repeat it to you. 

DKACOR. 

We will hear it. 

MARTHA. 

It came to pass that Naboth had a vineyard 
Hard by the palace of the King called Ahab. 
And Ahab, King of Israel, spake to Naboth, 
And said to him, Give unto me thy vineyard. 
That I may have it for a garden of herbs, 
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And I will give a better yineyard for it. 

Or, if it aeemeth good to thee, its worth 

In money. And then Naboth said to Ahah, 

The Lord forbid it me that I should give 

The inheritance of my fathers unto thee. 

And Ahab came into his house displeased 

And heavy at the words which Naboth spake* 

And laid him down upon his bed, and turned 

His face away ; and he would eat no bread. 

And Jezebel, the wife of Ahab, came 

And said to him. Why is thy spirit sad ? 

And he said unto her. Because I spake 

To Naboth, to the Jezreelite, and said, 

Give me thy vineyard ; and he answered, saying, 

I will not give my vineyard unto thee. 

And Jezebel, the wife of Ahab, said. 

Dost thou not rule the realm of Israel ? 

Arise, eat bread, and let thy heart be merry; 

I will give Naboth's vineyard unto thee. 

So she wrote letters in King Ahab's name. 

And sealed them with his seal, and sent the 

letters 
Unto the elders that were in his city 
Dwelling with Naboth, and unto the nobles ; 
And in the letters wrote, Proclaim a fast; 
And set this Naboth high among the people, 
And set two men, the sons of Belial, 
Before him, to bear witness and to say, 
Thou didst blaspheme against Gt>d and the King ; 
And carry him out and stone him, that he die ! 
And the elders and the nobles of the city 
Did even as Jezebel, the wife of Ahab, 
Had sent to them and written in the letters. 
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And then it came to pass, when Ahab heard 

Naboth was dead, that Ahab rose to go 

Down unto Naboth's vineyard, and to take 

Possession of it. And the word of God 

Came to Elijah, saying to him. Arise, 

Go down to meet the King of Israel 

In Naboth*s vineyard, whither he hath gone 

To take possession. Thou shalt speak to him. 

Saying, Thus saith the Lord I What I hast thou 

kiUed 
And also taken possession ? In the place 
Wherein the dogs have licked the blood of Naboth 
Shall the dogs lick thy blood, — ay, even thine ! 

Both of the Deaeom ttarifivm thnr seats. 
And Ahab then, the King of Israel, 
Said, Hast thou found me, O mine enemy ? 
Elijah the Prophet answered, I have found thee ! 
So will it be with those who have stirred up 
The Sons of Belial here to bear false witness 
And swear away the lives of innocent people ; 
Their enemy will find them out at last, 
The Prophet's voice will thunder, I have found 

thee I [Exemi. 

ScDCB IV. — Mtadmas on Ipswidk River. Coret and his 
men mowing ; Corst m advance. 

COBET. 

Well done, my men. You see, I lead the field ! 
I *m an old man, but I can swing a scythe 
Better than most of you, though you be younger. 

Hangs kis scythe upon a tree. 
OLOTB (aside to the others). 

How strong he is I It 's supematnraL 
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No man 80 old as he is has such stroigdi. 
The Devil helps him ! 

OOBKT (wiping kb/crAead), 

Now we 'U rest awhile, 
And take oar nooning. What 's the matter wiA 

you? 
You are not angiy with me, — are yon, Gloyd ? 
Come, eome, we will not qnarreL Let 's be 



It 's an old stoiy, that the Baven said, 

"^ Read the Thiid of Colossians and fifteenth.'* 

OLOTD. 

You 're handier at the scythe, but I can beat yon 
At wrestling. 



Well, perhaps so. I don't know. 
I never wrestled with yon. Why, you 're vexed ! 
Come, eome, don't bear a grudge. 

OLOTD. 

You are afraid. 

OORET. 

What should I be afraid of? All bear witness 
The challenge comes from him. Now, then, my 

They wregtUj and Glotb is Artnon. 

OHB OF THE MSN. 

That 's a fair falL 

AHOTHSR. 

'T was nothing but a f <»1 1 



You 've hurt him I 

CORBT (kdpmg OLOTD rtftf). 

No ; this meadow-land is sofL 
You 're not hurt, — are you, Gloyd ? 
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au>YD (mtfi^). 

No, not much hurt* 

CORBT. 

Well, then, shake hands ; and there 's an end of it. 
How do you like that Cornish hug, my lad ? 
And now we '11 see what 's in our basket here. 

OLOTD (atide). 
The Devil and all his imps are in that man I 
The clutch of his ten fingers bums like fire I 

COBEY (revererUiaUif taking offhii hat), 
God bless the food He hath provided for us, 
And make us thankful for it, for Christ's sake I 
He l^ up a keg ofcideTf and drwktfrom U. 

GLOTD. 

Do you see that? Don't tell me it's not Witch- 
craft. 
Two of us could not lift that cask as he does I 

CoRETjHiti down the beg, and opene a boihei. A voice i$ heard 

catting. 

VOICE. 

Ho 1 Corey, Corey ! 

CORBT. 

What is that ? I surely 
Heard some one calling me by name I 

VOICB. 

Giles Corey I 

Enier a hog, running^ and out oflreaih. 

BOT. 

Is Master Corey here ? 

COBBT. 

Yes, here I am. 

BOT. 

O Master Corey I 
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COBEY. 

WeU? 

BOT. 

Your wife — your 

COBET. 

What 's liappened to my wife ? 

EOT. 

She 's sent to prifion ! 

COBET. 

The dream I the dream ! O God, be merciful I 

BOY. 

She sent me here to tell you. 

COBET (putting on his jacket). 

Where 's my horse ? 

Don't stand there staring, fellows. Where 's my 

horse? \Exk Cobey. 

GLOYD. 

Under the trees there. Kun, old man, run, run I 
You 've got some one to wrestle with you now 
Who 'U trip your heels up, with your Cornish hug. 
If there 's a Devil, he has got you now. 
Ah, there he goes I His horse is snorting fire I 

one of the men. 
John Gloyd, don't talk so ! It 's a shame to talk 

so ! 
He 's a good master, though you quarrel with him. 

GLOYD. 

If hard work and low wages make good masters. 
Then he is one. But I think otherwise. 
Come, let us have our dinner and be merry. 
And talk about the old man and the Witches. 
I know some stories that will make you laugh. 
They sit down on the grass, and eoL 
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Now there are Goody Cloyse and Goody Grood, 
Who have not got a decent tooth between them, 
And yet these children — the Afflicted Children — 
Say tliat they bite them, and show marks of teeth 
Upon their arms I 

CMS OF THS MEM. 

That makes the wonder greater. 
That 's Witchcraft Why, if they had teeth like 

yours, 
T would be no wonder if the girls were bitten I 

OLOTD. 

And then those ghosts that come out of their graves 
And cry, ** You murdered us I you murdered us ! '* 

OMS OF THE MEM. 

And all those Apparitions that stick pins 
Into the flesh of the Afflicted Children I 

OLOTD. 

Oh those Afflicted Children I They know well 
Where the pins come from. I can tell you that. 
And there 's old Corey, he has got a horseshoe 
Nailed on his doorstep to keep off the Witches, 
And all the same his wife has gone to prison. 

OMB OF THE MEM. 

Oh, she's no Witch. I'll swear that Ooodwife 

Corey 
Never did harm to any living creature. 
She 's a good woman, if there ever was one. 

OLOTO. 

Well, we shall see. As for that Bridget Bishop, 

She has been tried before ; some years ago 

A negro testified he saw her shape 

Sitting upon the rafters in a bam. 

And holding in its hand an egg; and while 
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He went to fetch Ids pitchf oik, she had vanished. 
And now be qniet, will yon? I am tired, 
And want to sleep hrae on the grass a little. 
Tkef/ ttmuk ihem9doe$ an ike gra$$. 

OHK OF THB MEH. 

There may be Witches riding throogh the air 
Over our heads on broomsticks at this moment. 
Bound for some Satan's Sabbath in the woods 
To be baptized. 

GIX>Tn. 

I wish they 'd take yon with tiiem. 
And hold you under water, head and ears. 
Till you were drowned ; and that would stop your 

talking, 
If nothing else wilL Let me sleep, I say. 



ACT IV. 

SCBNB I. — The Green m front of ike village Mettrng-homae. 
An esusHed crowd gaikering. Enter John Glotdl 



A FABMKR. 

Who will be tried today? 

A SBOOKD. 

I do not know. 
Here is John Gloyd* Ask him ; he knows. 



John Gloyd, 
Whose turn is it to-day ? 

OliOTD. 

It 's Groodwif e Corey's. 

FABMER. 

Giles Corey's wife ? 
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OLOTD. 

The same. She is not mine. 
It will go hard with her with all her praying. 
The hypocrite! She 's always on her knees ; 
But she prays to the Devil when she prays. 
Let ns go in. 

A trumpet hkwt. 



Here oome the Magistrates. 

SBOOIID FABMSR. 

Who 's the tall man in front? 

OLOTD. 

Oh, that is Haihome, 
A Justice of the Court, and Quartermaster 
In the Three County Troop. He '11 sift the mat> 

ter. 
That 's Corwin with him ; and the man in black 
Is Cotton Mather, Minister of Boston. 

Enter Hathormb tmd other Magistratei an hortebadt, foUowed 
by the Sheriff", eonstablet, and attendants an foot The Mag^ 
ietratee diemaunt, and enter the Meeting-home, with the reet. 



The Meeting-house is full. I never saw 
So great a crowd before. 

OU>TD. 

No matter. Come. 
We shall find room enough by elbowing 
Our way among them. Put your shoulder to it. 



There were not half so many at the trial 
Of Groodwife Bishop. 

OLOTD. 

Keep dose after me. 
1 11 find a place for you. They 11 want me there. 
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I am a friend of Corey's, as yoa know. 
And he can't do without me jort at present. 

C 



Scene n. — /ntertor of the Meetmg-koim. Ma 
the MagistraUi teated m fiwU of tke piUpk, B^e^tk^m 
raised pUttfofm. Mabtha m dkaau. C<»ST Asar k^. 
Mary Waixxxt m a chair. A ermod ^ 
them Glotd. Confiuion and mw m utr§ dwimf the 



HATHORHB. 

Call Martha Corey. 



I am here. 

HATHOaKB. 



Come forward. 



She aaeende the pUafi 

The Jurors of onr Sovereign Lord and Lady 
The King and Queen, here present, do aooos 
Of having on the tenth of June last past, 
And diyers other times before and after. 
Wickedly used and practised certain arts 
Called Witchcrafts, Sorceries, and IncantatioBa, 
Against one Maiy Walcot, single woman. 
Of Salem Village ; by which wicked arts 
The aforesaid Maiy Walcot was tonnentad. 
Tortured, afflicted, pined, consumed, and wasted* 
Against the peace of our Sovereign Lord and 

Lady 
The King and Queen, as well as of the Statata 
Made and provided in that case. What say yoa? 



Before I answer, give me leave to pray. 

BATBOaKE. 

We have not sent for you, nor are we here. 
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To hear you prajf but to examine you 
In wbatsoever is alleged against yoiL 
Why do you hurt this person ? 

MABTHA. 

I do not 
I am not goilty of the charge against me. 



Avoid, she-deYil I You torment me now I 
Avoid, avoid, Witoh I 



I am innocent 
I never had to do with any Witchcraft 
Since I was bom. I am a gospel woman. 



Yon are a gospel Witch I 

MABTHA (doipmg her kandt). 

Ah me ! ah me I 
Oh, give me leave to pray I 

MABT (MtreiMng out her kandi). 

She hurts me now. 
See, she has pinched my hands I 

HATHOBMK. 

Who made these marks 
Upon her hands ? 

MABTRA. 

I do not know. I stand 
Apart from her. I did not touch her hands. 

HATHOBm. 

Who hurt her then ? 

MABTHA. 

I know not 

HATHOBNB. 

Do you think 
She is bewitched? 
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Indeed I do not think so. 
I am no Witch, and have no faith in Witches. 



Then answer me : When certain persons came 
To see yon yesterday, how did yon know 
Beforehand why they came ? 



I had had speech. 
The children said I hurt them, and I thought 
These people came to question me about it. 



How did you know the childroi had been told 
To note the clothes you wore ? 



My husband told me 
What others said about it. 



Groodman Corey, 
Say, did you tell her? 



I must speak the truUi ; 
I did not tell her. It was some one else. 

hathobux. 
Did yon not say yonr husband told you so ? 
How dare you tell a lie in this assembly? 
Who told you of the clothes ? Confess the tmlli* 

Mabtha UteB her Up9^ and ii sUenL 
You bite your lips, but do not answer me I 

MART. 

Ah, she is biting me ! Avoid, avoid ! 

HATHOBMB. 

You said your hnsband told you. 
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Yes, he told me 
The children said I troubled them. 

HATHOBNS. 

Then tell me. 
Why do you trouble them ? 

MARTHA. 

I have denied it. 



She threatened me; stabbed at me with her 

spindle; 
And, when my brother thrust her with his sword. 
He tore her gown, and out a pieoe away. 
Here are they both, the spindle and the doth. 

HATHOBNS. 

And there are persons heate who know the truth 
Of what has now been said. What answer make 
you? 



I make no answer. GKve me leave to pray. 

HATHOBHS. 

Whom would you pray to ? 



To my God and Father. 

HATHOBHB. 

Who is your God and Father? 



The Almighty I 

HATHOBHB. 

Doth he yon pray to say that he is God ? 
It is the Prinoe of Darkness, and not Grod. 
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There is a dark shape whispering in her ear. 

HATHOBMK. 

What does it say to you? 

MABTHA. 

I see no shape. 

HATHORNE. 

Did you not hear it whisper ? 

I heard nothing. 
What torture I Ah, what agony I suffer I 

FaUi into a nooon. 

HATHORNE. 

You see this woman cannot stand before yon. 
If you would look for mercy, you must look 
In Gh>d'8 way, by confession of your guilt. 
Why does your spectre haunt and hurt thispersoii? 



I do not know. He who appeared of old 
In Samuel's shape, a saint and glorified, 
May come in whatsoever shape he chooses. 
I cannot help it. I am sick at heart! 

GORBT. 

Martha, Martha ! let me hold your hand. 

HATHORITE. 

No ; stand aside, old man. 

MARY (jOarting up). 

Look there ! Look there ! 

1 see a little bird, a yellow bird. 
Perched on her finger ; and it pecks at me. 
Ah, it will tear mine eyes out! 

I see nothing. 



_;-"^.^-T' 
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HATHORNS. 

'T is the Familiar Spirit that attends her. 



Now it has flown away. It sits up there 
Upon the rafters. It is gone ; is yanished. 

MABTHA. 

Giles, wipe these tears of anger from mine eyes. 
Wipe the sweat from my forehead. I am fail 

She UoM a^amtt (he raiimg, 

MABY. 

Oh, she is omshing me with all her weight I 

HATHORNB. 

Did you not carry onoe the Devil's Book 
To this yonng woman ? 



Never. 

HATHORNB. 

Have yon signed it, 
Ortonohedit? 



No ; I never saw it 

HATHOBNB. 

Did you not soonrge her with an iron rod ? 

MABTRA. 

No, I did not If any Evil Spirit 

Has taken my shape to do these evil deeds, 

I cannot help it I am innocent 

HATHOBMB. 

Did yon not say the Magistrates were blind ? 
That you would open their eyes ? 

MABTHA (with a Boomfid laugh). 

Yes, I said that ; 
If you call me a sorceress, you are blindl 
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If yon accuse the innocent, yon are blind ! 
Can the innocent be gnilty ? 

HATHORNE. 

Did yon not 
On one occasion hide yonr husband's saddle 
To hinder him from coming to the Sessions ? 



I thought it was a folly in a farmer 

To waste his time pursuing such illusions. 

HATHORNE. 

What was the bird that this young w<muin saw 
Just now upon your hand ? 



I know no bird. 

HATHOBNK. 

Have you not dealt with a Familiar Spirit? 

MARTHA. 

No, neyer, never I 

HATHORNX. 

What then was the Book 
You showed to this young woman, and besoo^it 

her 
To write in it? 

MARTHA. 

Where should I have a book ? 
I showed her none, nor have none. 



The next Sabbath 
Is the Communion Day, but Martha Corey 
Will not be there I 

MARTHA. 

Ah, you are all against me. 
What can I do or say ? 
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Yoa canoonfesB. 



No, I oannoti for I am iimooent. 

HATHOBHB. 

We baye the proof of many witnesses 
That yon are guilty. 



Give me leave to speak. 
Will yon condemn me on suoh evidenoe, — 
Yon wlio baye known me for so many years? 
Will yon condemn me in this house of God, 
Wkere I so long have worshipped with you all ? 
Where I have eaten the bread and drunk the 

wine 
So many times at our Lord's Table with you ? 
Bear witness, you that bear me ; you all know 
That I baye led a blameless life among you. 
That never any whisper of suspicion 
Was breathed against me till this accusation. 
And shall this count for nothing? Will you take 
My life away from me, because this girl, 
Wbo is distraught, and not in her right mind. 
Accuses me of things I Uush to name? 

RATHOBHE. 

Wbatl is it not enough ? Would you hear more ? 
OilesCoreyl 

OOBXT. 

lam here. 

HATHORXB. 

Come forward, then. 

COBKT ateendi tkepiat/orm. 

Is it not true, that on a certain night 
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Yoa we.« impeded stniigely in yonr pniyeis ? 
That something hindered you ? and that yoa left 
This woman here, your wife, kneeling alone 
Upon the hearth ? 

COSET. 

Yea; I cannot deny ii. 

HATHOBKB. 

Did yoa not say the Devil hindered yon ? 



I think I said some words to that effect. 

HATHOBKB. 

Is it not tnie, that fourteen head of cattle, 
To you belonging, broke from their endosore 
And leaped into the river, and were drowned ? 



It is most tme. 

HATHOBKB. 

And did you not then say 
That they were overlooked ? 



So much I said. 
I see ; they 're drawing round me closer, closer, 
A net I cannot break, cannot escape fromi (AmdeS) 

HATHOBMB. 

Who did these things ? 

COBBT. 

I do not know who did thenu 

HATHOBKB. 

Then I will tell you. It is some one near you ; 
You see her now ; this woman, your own wife. 

COBBT. 

I call the heavens to witness, it is &lse I 
She never harmed me, never hindered me 
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In anything bat what I should not do. 

And I bear witness in the sight of heaven, 

And in Grod's honse here, that I never knew her 

As otherwise than patient, brave, and tme. 

Faithful, forgiving, full of charity, 

A virtuous and industrious and good wife I 

HATBOBKS. 

Tut, tut, man ; do not rant so in your speech ; 

You are a witness, not an advocate I 

Here, Sheriff, take this woman back to prison. 



O Giles, this day you *ve sworn away my life ! 



Gro, go and join the Witches at the door. 

Do you not hear the drum ? Do you not see 

them? 
Go quick. They 're waiting for you. You are 

kite. 

{Eni Mabtha ; Cobet foUowmg, 



The dream ! the dream I the dream I 

HATHOBHB. 

What does he say? 
GKles Corey, go not hence. You are yourself 
Accused of Witchcraft and of Sorcery 
By many witnesses. Say, are you guilty ? 

COSKT. 

I know my death is foreordained by you, — 
Mine and my wife's. Therefore I will not an- 
swer. 

During ike rttt of the ietne he remami eSent, 

HATHORMB. 

Do you refuse to plead? — 'T were better for you 
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To make confession, or to plead Not Guilty* — 
Do you not hear me ? — Answer, are yon gnfllj? 
Do you not know a heavier doom awaits yon. 
If yon refuse to plead, than if found g^oilty ? 
Wheie is John Gloyd ? 

Gix>TD (coming Jorword). 
Here amL 
HATHoan. 

Tell the Court ; 
Have yoa not seen the sapematnral power 
Of this old man? Have yoa not seen him do 
Strange feats of strength ? 

GLOTD. 

I 've seen him lead the field, 
On a hot day, in mowing, and against 
Us yonnger men ; and I have wrestled with him. 
He threw me like a feather. I have seen him 
Lift up a barrel with his single hands. 
Which two strong men could hardly lift together. 
And, holding it above his head, drink from it. 

RATHOBMS. 

That is enough ; we need not question further. 
What answer do you make to this, GKles Corey ? 



See there ! See there I 

HATHOBNE. 

What is it? I see nothing. 

MABT. 

Look I Look I It is the ghost of Bobert Goodell, 
Whom fifteen years ago this man did murder 
By stamping on his body I In his shroud 
He comes here to bear witness to the crime I 

The crowd thrinkt back/rom CoBxr in horror. 
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HATHORNE. 

Ghosto of the dead and voices of the living 
Bear witness to your gcdlt, and yon most die I 
It might have been an easier death. Yonr doom 
Will be on yonr own head, and not on onra. 
Twice more will yon be questioned of these things ; 
Twice more have room to plead or to confess. 
If yon are contnmaoions to the Conrt, 
And if, when questioned, you refuse to answer, 
Then by the Statute you will be condemned 
To the peine /arte et dure/ To have your 

body 
Pressed by great weights until yon shall be 

dead! 
And may the Lord have mercy on yonr soul I 

ACT V. 

8CEHS L— Corey's >Sirm a» m Ad 11^ Scene L Enter 
RiCHAnn Gardioeb, looking round 



OABDMKB. 

Here stands the house as I remember it, 
The four tall poplar*trees before the door ; 
The house, the bam, the orchard, and the wellt 
With its moss-covered bucket and its trough ; 
The garden, with its hedge of currant-bushes; 
The woods, the harvest-fields ; and, far beyond, 
The pleasant landscape stretching to the sea. 
But everything is silent and deserted I 
No bleat of flocks, no bellowing of herds, 
No sound of flails, that should be beating now; 
Nor man nor beast astir. What can this mean? 

Ejiodti at the door. 
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Whatho! GilesCoreyl HOlo-hoI GilesCoxeyl — 
No answer but the ecbo from the bam, 
And the ill-omened cawing of the crow, 
That yonder wings his flight across the fields, 
As if he scented carrion in the air. 

EfOer TrruBA wUh a loMbeL 
What woman 's this, that, like an apparition, 
Hannts this deserted homestead in broad day ? 
Woman, who are you ? 

TirUBA. 

lamTitaba. 
I am John Indian's wife. I am a Witch. 

OABDHXR. 

What are yon doing here ? 

TITUBA. 

I 'm gathering herbs, — 
Cinqnef oil, and saxifrage, and pennyroyaL 

OABDNEB Qookmg at ike heM). 

This is not cinquefofl, it is deadly nightshade! 

This is not saxifrage, bat hellebore I 

This is not pennyroyal, it is henbane I 

Do you oome here to poison these good people ? 

TITUBA. 

I get these for the Doctor in the Village. 
Beware of Titaba. I pinch the children ; 
Make Uttle poppets and stick pins in them. 
And then the children cry out they are pricked. 
The Black Dog came to me, and said, ^* Serve 

me!" 
I was afraid. He made me hurt the children. 

OABDHEB. 

Poor soul I She's crazed, with all these Devil's 
doings. 
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TITUBA. 

Will you, sir, sign the Book? 

GABDIIXR. 

No, I 'U not sign it. 
Where is GKles Corey? Do yon know Giles Corey ? 

TITUBA* 

He 's safe enough. He 's down there in the prison. 

QABDNEB. 

Corey in prison ? What is he aoeosed of ? 

TITUBA. 

GKles Corey and Martha Corey are in prison 
Down there in Salem Village. Both are Witehes. 
She came to me and whispered, *^ Eall the chil- 
dren t " 
Both signed the Book! 

OABDHXR. 

Begone, yon imp of darkness I 
Yon Devil's dam ! 

TITUBA. 

Beware of Titnba I 

lExit. 

OABDNXB. 

How often ont at sea on stormy nights. 

When the waves thundered round me, and the 

wind 
Bellowed, and beat the canvas, and my ship 
Clove through the soUd darkness, like a wedge, 
I *ve thought of him, upon his pleasant farm. 
Living in quiet with his thrifty housewife. 
And envied him, and wished his fate were mine I 
And now I find him shipwrecked utterly. 
Drifting upon this sea of sorceries. 
And lost, perhaps, beyond all aid of man ! 

lExiL 
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ScENS ll,^Thepri»on. Giles Cobst at a table an 

are some papen. 

CORET. 

Now I have done witib earth and all ifs cares ; 
I give my worldly goods to my dear children ; 
My body I beqneadi to my tormentors. 
And my immortal sool to E^m who made it. 

Grod I who in thy wisdom dost afflict me 
With an affliction greater than most men 
Have ever yet endured or shall endure, 
Suffer me not in this last bitter hour 

For any pains of death to fall from thee I 

MARTHA ie heard singing. 

Arise, O righteous Lord ! 

And disappoint my foes ; 
They are but thine aven^ng sword. 

Whose wounds are swift to dose. 

COBET. 

Hark, hark I it is her voice I She is not dead I 
She lives I I am not utterly forsaken I 

MARTHA, nn^th^. 

By thine abounding grace. 

And mercies multiplied, 
I shall awake, and see thy face ; 

I shall be satisfied. 

CoBET hides his face in his hands. Enter the jAnjOLf/oBawed 

by Richard Gardner. 

JAILER. 

Here 's a seafaring man, one Richard Gbidner, 
A friend of yours, who asks to speak with you. 

CoRET rises. Theg embrace. 

OORET. 

1 'm glad to see you, ay, right glad to see you* 
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QABDNSE. 

And I most soxely grieved to see you thus. 

CORET. 

Of all the friends I had in happier days, 
Yoa are the first, ay, and the only one. 
That comes to seek me out in my disgrace I 
And you but come in time to say farewelL 
They 've dug my grave already in the field. 
I thank you* There is something in your pres- 
ence, 
I know not what it is, that gives me strength. 
Perhaps it is the bearing of a man 
Familiar with all dangers of the deep. 
Familiar with the cries of drowning men, 
With fire, and wreck, and foundering ships at seal 



Ah, I have never known a wreck like yours I 
Would I could save you I 

OOBET. 

Do not speak of that 
It is too late. I am resolved to die. 

OAaomat. 
Why would you die who have so much to live 

for?— 
Tour daughters, and — 

CORET. 

You cannot say the word. 

My daughters have gone from me. They are mar- 
ried; 

They have their homes, their thoughts, apart from 
me; 

I will not say their hearts, — that were too crueL 

What would you have me do ? 
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OABDMBB. 

Confess and live. 

OOBET. 

That's what they said who came here yester- 
day 
To lay a heavy weight upon my oonscienoe 
By telling me that I was driven forth 
Ab an unworthy member of their churoh* 

OABDMXE. 

It is an awful death. 

COBKT. 

'T ifl but to drown. 
And have the weight of all the seas upon you. 



Say something ; say enough to fend off death 
Till this tornado of fanaticism 
Blows itself out. Let me come in between yo«i 
And your severer self, with my plain sense ; 
Do not be obstinate. 

CORBT. 

I will not plead. 
If I deny, I am condemned already, 
In courts where ghosto appear as witnesses, 
And swear men's lives away. If I confess. 
Then I confess a lie, to buy a life 
Which is not life, but only death in life. 
I will not bear false witness against any. 
Not even against mjrself , whom I count least 

GARDNER (odde). 

Ah, what a noble character is this I 

CORXT. 

I pray you, do not urge me to do that 
You would not do yourself. I have already 
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The bitter taste of death upon my lips ; 
I feel the pressme of the heavy weight 
That will oniah oat my life within this honr ; 
But if a word oonld save me, and that word 
Were not the Tmth ; nay, if it did bnt swerve 
A hairVbreadth from the Truth, I would not say 
iti 

OABDHKR (aside). 

How mean I seem beside a man like this I 



OOBET. 

As for my wife, my Martha and my Martyr, — 
Whose virtues, like the stars, unseen by day. 
Though numberless, do but await the dark 
To manifest themselves unto all eyes, — 
She who first won me from my evil ways. 
And taught me how to live by her example, 
By her example teaches me to die. 
And leads me onward to the better life I 

SHKBirr (wUhoui). 
Giles Corey I Come I The hour has struck I 

OOBKT. 

Icomel 
Here is my body ; ye may torture it, 

But the immortal soul ye cannot crush ! 

lExntnL 

SCKHK nL — il Mirmi m the VOiage. Enter Gldtd and 

aOnen, 

OLon. 
Quick, or we shall be late I 

▲ HAH. 

That's not the way. 
Come here ; come up this lane. 
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OLOT]>. 

I wonder 

If the old man will die, and will not speak ? 
He 's obstinate enough and too^ fliioo|^ 
For anyihinfi^ on earth. 

Harkt Whatistkaft? 

▲ MAX. 

The passing belL He'sdeadI 

OLon. 

We are too 

[ 



SePTK IV. «— AJiM near the fp nvtf o r d. QimComMT i§mf 
deadf wUk a great tUme an ku hreasL The Skmf at km 
head^BiCHAXDGAXDWOiaikiifML A 
heil toUmg. Enter HATHoam and Ma*] 



This is the Potter's Field. Behold the fate 
Of those who deal in Witohcrafls, and, when 

tioned, 
Befose to plead their gnilt or innooenne, 
And stnbbomly drag death opon themeel^ 



O sight most horrible I In a land like tkia^ 
Spangled with Churches ETangelinal> 
Inwrapped in our salvations, must we aatk 
In mouldering statate>books of English Covrta 
Some old forgotten Law, to do soeh deeds ? 
Those who lie buried in the Potter's Field 
Will rise again, as surely as oorselTeB 
That sleep in honored graves with epitaphs ; 
And this poor man, whom we have made a 
Hereafter will be oounted as a martjr t 
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FINALE 

ST. JOHN 

Badtt Johx wandering over ike face of (he Earih. 

8T. JOHN. 

The Ages come and go, 

The Centuries pass as Years ; 

My hair is white as the snow, 

My feet are weary and slow, 

The earth is wet with my tears I 

The kingdoms crumble, and fall 

Apart, like a mined wall, 

Or a bank that is undermined 

By a river's ceaseless flow. 

And leave no trace behind! 

The world itself is old ; 

The portals of Time unfold 

On hinges of iron, that grate 

And groan with the rust and the weight, 

Like the hinges of a gate 

That hath fallen to decay ; 

But the evil doth not cease ; 

There is war instead of peace. 

Instead of Love there is hate ; 

And still I must wander and wait, 

Still I must watch and pray. 

Not forgetting in whose sight, 

A thousand years in their flight 

Are as a single day. 
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The life of man is a gleam 
Of light, that comes and goes 
Like the course of the Holy Streamy 
The cityless river, that flows 
From fountains no one knows, 
Through the Lake of Gralilee, 
Through forests and level lands, 
Over rocks, and shallows, and sands 
Of a wilderness wild and vast. 
Till it findetib its rest at last 
Li the desolate Dead Sea I 
But alas I alas for me 
Not yet this rest shall be I 



What, then I dotib Charity 

Is Faith of no avail ? 

Is Hope blown out like a light 

By a gust of wind in the night? 

The clashing of creeds, and the strifo 

Of the many beliefs, that in vain 

Perplex man's heart and brain. 

Are naught but the rustle of leaves, 

When the breath of Gbd upheaves 

The boughs of the Tree of life. 

And they subside again I 

And I remember still 

The words, and from whcmi they oame» 

Not he that repeatetib the name. 

But he that doeth the will I 

And Him evermore I behold 

Walking in Gbdilee, 

Through the cornfield's waving gold. 
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In hamlet, in wood, and in wold, 
By the shores of the Beautiful Sea. 
He tottoheth the sightless eyes ; 
Before him the demons flee ; 
To the dead He sayeth : Arise I 
To the living: Follow mel 
And that voice still sonndeth on 
From the centuries that are gone, 
To the centuries that shall be ! 

From all vain pomps and shows. 
From the pride that oyerflowsi 
And the false conceits of men ; 
From all the narrow rules 
And subtleties of Schools, 
And the craft of tongue and pen ; 
Bewildered in its search, 
Bewildered with the cry : 
Lo, here ! lo, there, the Church ! 
Poor, sad Humanity 
Through all the dust and heat 
Turns back with bleeding feet, 
By the weaiy road it came. 
Unto the simple thought 
By the great Master taught, 
And that remaineth still : 
Not he that repeateth the name. 
But he that doeth the will I 



NOTES 



Tt^gb 89. SmoN Magus Ain> Hkudt or Ttbe. 

[See the poem Helen of Tyrs, in the thifd Tobune of the 
poetical works in this edition, with its head-note.] 

Page 05. BUnd Bartimeu» ai the gates. 

[Mr. Longfellow inserts here a poem which he had alreadj 
published, and which will be foond with head-note in the 
first Tolome of the poetical woz]a^ in this edition.] 

Page 199. The Goldsk Lbgknd. 

The old Legenda Aurea^ or Golden Legend, was originallx 
written in Latin, in the thirteenth centuzy, by Jacobus de 
Yoragine, a Dominican friar, who afterwards became Arch* 
bbhop of Genoa, and died in 1292. 

He called his book simply Legends of ike Samis, The epi- 
thet of Golden was given it by his admirers ; for, as Wyn- 
kin de Worde says, ** Like as passeth gold in Talae all other 
metals, so this Legend ezceedeth all other books." Bnt Ed- 
ward Leigh, in much distress of mind, calls if a book writ- 
ten by a man of a leaden heart for the basenesse of the 
erroors, that are without wit or reason, and of a braien 
forehead, for his impudent boldnesse in reporting things so 
fabulous and incredible.'* 

This work, the great text-book of the legendary lore of 
the Middle Ages, was translated into French in the four- 
teenth century by Jean de Vignay, and in the fifteenth into 
English by William Caxton. It has lately been made more 
accessible by a new French translation ; La Legende Dorde^ 
traduUe du Latin, par M, O. B. Psris, 186a lliere is a 
copy of the original, with the Oetta Longobardonan ap- 
pended, in the Harvard College Libraiy, Cambridge, printed 
at Strasburg, 1496. The title-page is wanting; and the 
volume begins with the Tabula Legendarum. 
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I haye called this poem the Odden Legend, beeanae tbe 
story upon which it is founded seems to me to surpass all 
other legends in beauty and signiflcanoe. It ftThihits, amid 
the oormptions of the Middle Ages, the Tirtoe of <lMn«t^»<niH 
edness and self-sacrifice, and the power of Faitfa, Hope, and 
Charity, snffioient for all the exigencies of life and dentil. 
The story Is told, and perhaps invented, by Hartmann tool 
der Ane, a MiDnesinger of the twelfth oentoiy. The orig^ 
inal may be fonnd in Mailith's AUdeutscke GedidUe^ with a 
modem German yerskm. There is another in Maxbaeh'a 
Volkihiieher, No. 32. 

[Mr. S. Arthur Bent has annotated The Golden Legend 
with fulness and care, and the reader is referred to his toI- 
nme for more extended notes than are here e^qiedient. In 
a few instances, his work is drawn upon below.] 

Page 140. 

Far these hdU haoe been anoinied. 
And hapdxed with holy water I 

The oonaeoratiosi and baptism of bells is one of the moat 
curious ceremonies of the Church in the Middle Ages. Die 
Council of Cologne ordained as follows : — 

« Let the bells be blessed, as the trumpets of the Church 
militant, by which the people are assembled to hear the word 
of God ; the clergy to announce his mercy by day, and hia 
truth in their nocturnal vigils : that by their sound the faith- 
ful may be invited to prayers, and that the spirit of devo- 
tion in them may be increased. The Others have also main- 
tained that demons, affrighted by the sound of bells calling 
Christians to prayers, would flee away ; and when they fled, 
the persons of the faithful would be secure : that the de- 
struction of lightnings and whirlwinds would be averted, 
and the spirits of the storm defeated.** — Edmburgk Eneg* 
dcpcBdia, Alt. "Bells." 

See also Scheible's EJoster^ vi. 776. 

Page 145. Whu^ a kind qf Ujmfsif drMa and draSni. 

[In Hartmann von der Ane's poem, Henry suffers from 
actual leprosy. Mr. Longfellow avoided the repuhnveneas 
which this disease would have caused in the reader's mind, 
and used it suggestively.] 
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Ft^ 162. 2b thy great PaUngmam* 

[See Mr. Longfellow's poem PaUngenetu^ with its head- 
note, in the thifd Tolome of the poetioal works in this edi- 
tion.] 

Afidkadnot nemed so long 
A$ a tingle hour. 

[Archbishop ^^wnch rendered this legend in his poem The 
Monk and the Bkd.} 

Ft^ 167. EVKHINO SONO. 

[Mr. Bent| in his annotated edition of ITie Golden Legend, 
remarks that this is modelled upon the ehond songs which 
the Reformed Choroh of Germany adopted from existing 
popular chorals, which had long been in use in the social 
and public obserranoes of the German people.] 

Page 171. Who would think her hd fifteen 9 

[/ft Der Arme Hemrithy Elsie is bnt eight years of age.] 

Ve^ 176. It it the malediction ofEvel 

** Nee esses pins qnam femina, qnn nnno etiam Tiros tran- 
iw^ndis, et qn» maledictionem £tb in benediotionem Tcr- 
tisti Maris.*' ^ Epittola Ahedardi Hdoittct. 

Fkge200. To eome hack to my text I 

In giving this sermon of Friar Cathbert as a specimen of 
the Ritut PoicAa^ef, or street-preaching of the monks at Eas- 
ter, I haye exaggerated nothing. This very anecdote, off ei^ 
siye as it is, oomes from a discourse of Father fiarletta^ a 
Dominican friar of the fifteenth century, whose fsme as 
a popular preacher was so great that it gave rise to the 

prorerb, — 

Neteit predioare 

Qui netek Badettare. 

M Among the abuses introduced in this ceotory,'* says Tira- 
boschi, ** was that of exciting from the pulpit the laughter 
of the hearers ; as if that were the same thing as converting 
them. We ha^e examples of this, not only in Italy, but also 
in Franee, where the sermons of Menot and MaUlard, and 
of others, who would make a better appearance on the stage 
than in the pulpit, are still celebrated for such follies." 

If the reader is curious to see how far the freedom of 
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speech wm carried in these popidar setmoiiSy he is referved 
to Soheihle's KhstoTf toL L, where he will find extracts from 
Ahraham a Sanota Claniy Sebastian Frank, and others ; and 
in particalar an anonymous disooorse called Der GrSxtel der 
VenoUstung, The Abomination of Deoolationy preached at 
Ottakring, a village west of Yiennay NoTember 25, 178^ in 
which the license of language is carried to its ntmost linoot. 

See also PrAiuxUanana, ou R^felatumi smgttUeres et osni- 
sofitef tmr let Pr4dicaUun ;par Q. P. PkSanmeBU. (Menin.) 
This work contains extracts fnmi the popnlar sermcms of 
St. Yinoent Ferrier, fiarletta, Menot, Maillard, Marini, 
Banlin, Valladier, De Besse, Camns, P^re Andr^ Bening, 
and the most eloquent of all, Jacques Brydaine. 

My authority for the spiritual interpretation of bell-rin^ 
ing, which foUows, is I>nxandu8, Satioiu Durin, Offic^ lib. I., 
cap. 4. 

Fl^;e 20i. Thb Natiyitt : a Mirad^-Flay. 

A singular chapter in the history of the Middle Ages is 
that which gives account of the early Christian Drama, the 
Mysteries, Moralities, and Miracle-Flays, which were at fixat 
performed in churches, and afterwards in the streets, on 
fixed or movable stages. For the most part, the Mysteries 
were founded on the historic portions of the Old aud New 
Testaments, and the Miracle-Flays on the lives of Saints; a 
distinction not always observed, however, for in Mr. Wright's 
Early Myskries and other Latin Poeau of tfttf Ttpdftk and 
ThirteerUh CenturieSf the Besurrection of Lasams is called a 
Miracle, and not a Mystery. The Moralities were plays in 
which the Virtues and Vioes were personified. 

The earliest religions play which has been preserved is the 
Christas Paschon of Gregory Nazianzen, written in Greek, in 
the fourth century. Next to this come the remarkable Latin 
pUys of Boswitha, the Nun of Gandersheim, in the tenth 
century, which, though crude and wanting in artistic con- 
struction, are marked by a good deal of dramatic power and 
interest. A handsome edition of these plays, with a French 
translation, has been Utely published, entiUed Jl^/idtre de 
RotsmthOf Reliffieuge allemande du X* 5i^. Par Charles 
Magnin. Paris, 1845. 



! 
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Die mort important edleotioiis of English MyBteiies and 
Minele-FlayB are thoae known as the Townley, the Cheater, 
and the Coventry Flays. The first of these ooUeotions has 
heen pnhlished by the Sortees Society, and the other two by 
the Shakespeare Sodety. In his IntroduotioD to the Cor* 
entry Mysteries^ the editor, Mr. Halliwell, quotes the fol- 
lowing .passage from Dngdale's AnHgykJa of Wanokh' 
sAlre.*— 

^ Before the suppression of the monasteries, this city was 
Tory famous for the pageants, that were played therein, 
npon Corpns-Christi day; which, occasioning very great con- 
flnence of people thither, from far and near, was of no small 
benefit thereto ; which pageants being acted with mighty 
state and reverence by the friars of this house, had theaters 
for the sererall scenes, very large and hi^ placed upon 
wheels, and drawn to all the eminent parts of the city, for 
the better advantage of spectators : and contained the stoiy 
of the New Testament, composed into old English Rithme, 
as appeareth by an andent MS. intituled lAidui Ccrpom 
CkritHf or Ludtti Canventna, I have been told by some old 
people, who in their younger years were eyewitnesses of 
these pageants so acted, that the yearly confluence of people 
to see that shew was extraordinary great, and yielded no 
small advantage to this dty." 

The representation of religious plays has not yet been 
wholly discontinued by the Roman Church. At Ober-Am- 
mergau,in the l^rrol, a grand spectacle of this kind is exhib- 
ited once in ten years. A very graphic description of that 
which took place in the year 1850 is given by Miss Anna 
Maiy Howitt, in her AH-^Student m IfwncA, voL i^ chnp. 4. 
She says : — 

^ We had come ex pec tin g to fed our souls revolt at so 
material a repr e sen tati o n of Christ, as any representation of 
him we naturally imagined must be in a peasant's Miraolft- 
Flay. Tet so far, strange to confess, neither horror, disgust, 
nor contempt was exdted in our minds. Such an earnest 
solemnity and simplidty breathed throughout the whole of 
the performance, that to me, at least, anything like anger, 
or a perception of the ludicrous, would have seemed more 
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imTeient oa mj part than W9S this siiiiple, fthildlilrft 
ing of ihe sablime Chnstiaii tvagedj. We felt at times as 
thoagh the figureB of Cimabue's, Giotto's, and Pemgiiio's 
pictures had become animated, and were moving before ns ; 
there was the same simple arrangement and brilliaiit eolor 
of drapery, — the same earnest, quiet dignity about tiie 
heads, whilst the entire absence of all theatrical effect won- 
derfully increased the illusion, lliere were scenes and 
groups so extraordinaril J like the early Italian pictures, that 
you could have declared they were the works of Giotto and 
Perugino^ and not liying men sad women, had not the flg<- 
nres moved and spoken, and the breeze stirred thdr ncUy 
colored drapery, and the sun cast long, moving shadows be> 
hind them on the stage. These effects of sunshine and 
shadow, and of drapery fluttered by the wind, were very' 
striking and beautiful ; one could imagine how the Crreeks 
must have availed themselves of such striking effects in their 
theatres open to the sky." 

Mr. Bayard Taylor, in his Eldorado^ gives a description of 
a Mystery he saw performed at San Lionel, in Mexico. See 
vol. ii., chap. 11. 

** Against the wing-wall of the Ebcienda del Mayo, whieb 
occupied one end of the plaza, was nused a platform, on 
which stood a table covered with scarlet doth. A rode 
bower of cane-leaves on one end of the platform represented 
the manger of Bethlehem ; while a cord, stretched from its 
top across the plaza to a hole in the front of the church, bote 
a large tinsel star, suspended by a hole in its centre. There 
was quite a crowd in the plaza, and very soon a procenioa 
appealed, coming up from the lower part of the village. 
Hie three kings took the lead ; the Virgin, mounted on an 
ass that gloried in a gilded saddle and rose-besprinkled 
mane and tail, followed them, led by the angel ; and several 
women, with curious masks of paper, brought np the rear. 
Two characters of the harlequin sort — one with a dog's 
head on his shoulders, and the other a bald-headed friar, 
with a huge hat hanging on his back — played all sorts of 
antics for the diversi(m of the crowd. After making the 
drouit of the plaza, the Virgin was taken to the platform. 
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and entend the manger. King Hezod took his seat at the 
aoariet taUe, with an attendant in bine ooat and led sash, 
whom I took to be his Ftime Minister. The three kings le- 
mained on their horses in front of the chnrch ; bat between 
them and the platf orm» under the stiing on which the star 
was to slide, walked two men in long white robes and bine 
hoodsy with paiehment folios in their hands. These were 
the Wise Men of the East, as one mi^t readily know from 
their solemn air and the mysterioas glanees which they oast 
towards all qnarters ol the heavens. 

^ In a little while, a company of women on the platform, 
concealed behind a cnrtain, sang an angelic choms to the 
tone of * O pescator dell' onda.' At the proper moment, the 
Magi turned towards the platform, followed by the star, to 
which a stzing was conyeniently attached, that it mij^ be 
slid along the line. The three kings followed the star till it 
reached the manger, when they dismounted, and inquired 
for the sovereign whom it had led them to visit. They were 
invited upon the platform, and introduced to Herod, as the 
only king; this did not seem to satisfy them, and, after 
some conversation, they retired. By this time the star had 
receded to the other end of the line, and commenced moving 
forward again, they following. The angel called them into 
the manger, where, upon their knees, they were shown a 
small wooden box, supposed to contain the sacred infant ; 
they then retired, and the star brou|^t thsm back no mote. 
After this departure. King Herod dedared himself greatly 
confused by what he had witnessed, and was very much 
afraid this newly found king would weaken his power. 
Upon eonsultation with his Prime Minister, the Massacie of 
the Innocents was decided upon, as the only means of seciw 
rity. 

''Hie angel, on hearing this, gave warning to the Virgin, 
who quickly got down from the platform, mounted her be- 
spangled donkey, and hurried off. Herod's Prime Minister 
directed all the children to be handed np for execution. A 
boy, in a lagged sarape, was cang^ and thrust forward ; 
the Minister took him 1^ the heels in spite of his kicking, 
and held his head on the table. The little brother and sister 
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of the boji thinking he was really to be deoapitated, yelled 
at the top of their voioeey in an agony of terror^ whidi threw 
the erowd into a roar of langhter. King Herod broagli t 
down his sword with a whack on the table, and the Prime 
Minister, dipping his brush into a pot of white paint idiieh 
stood before him, made a flaring eross on the boy's fiaoe. 
Several other boys were canght and served likewise ; and 
finally the two harlequins, whose kioks and stmgg^ neari j 
shook down the platform. The prooesflion then went off np 
the hill, followed by the whole popnlation of the village. 
All the evening there were fandangoes in the m^son, bon- 
fires and rockets on the plasa, ringing of bells, and high 
mass in the church, with the accompaniment of two guitars* 
tinkling to lively polkas." 

In 1852 there was a representation of this kind by Ge^ 
mans in Boston : and I have now before me the copy d » 
play-bill* announcing the perf ozmance, on June 10^ 1852, in 
Cincinnati, of the Great Btbiico-^HuUnical Drama^ As L^e 
ofJetus Chrittf with the characters and the names of the 
performers. 

Page 206. Here the Angd Oabrid skaU leave Paradke. 

[A stage of three stories was often erected, the topmost 
representing Paradise (hence in Germany this word is used 
for the upper gallery of a theatre, angUdf ** the Gods ") > <"^ 
the middle stage was the Earth; below were the ^ Jaws oi 
Hell," sometimes represented by the opening and shutting 
of the month of an enormous dragon. Goethe introduces 
the Jaws of Hell into the stage machinery of Faiui (V. 6). 
— S. A. Bemt.] 

Page 222. The Convent ceUar. 

[One of the most important ^'^^ftV of a oonveat, under 
the abbot, called obedientiarUf was the oeUazer, who was the 
steward of the house. He had the care of everything relat- 
ing to the provision of the food and vessels of the convent, 
was exempt from the observance of some of the services in 
church, had the use of horses and servants for the perform- 
ance of his duties, and sometimeB separate apartments. — 
&• A. Bent.] 
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Fkge 2SS4. 7%e old rhyme teqm naming m my 
[This flnt appealed in the Mu§ee Kaliseke KwrxweUf of 
Kuzemberg, 1623 : — 

Za KUngwihwi am Main, 
go WHnbuif m d<m HTrin, 
2a BadaoMh am Bhaia, 
Hftb* ich In flMinan T^an 
Oar oflmali h6i«a Mfan, 
8oD*n ailn dia baatan Watai'. 

&A.BnT.] 



Fkge227. 7%e iScr^pCorium. 

A most intezettmg Tolnine miglit be wxitten on the Cal- 
ligimphefs and Chryiogmpheny the tiaiiseiiben and illnmi- 
natois of maanseripti in the Middle Ages. Theee men 
were for the most part monloii who labored, aometiniee for 
pleasure and sometimes for penanee, in multiplying oopies 
of the elassitis and the Soriptures. 

'^ Of all bodily labors whioh are proper for us," says Cas- 
siodorus, the old Calabrian monk, *^ that of copying books 
has always been more to my taste than any other. The more 
so, as in this ezeroise the mind is instructed by the reading 
of the Holy Soriptures, and it is a kind of homily to the 
others, whom these books may reaoh. It is preaohing with 
the hand, by oonrerting the fingers into tongues ; it is puh- 
lishing to men in silence the words of salvation; in fine, it 
is flgfating against the demon with pon and ink. As mai^ 
words as a transcriber writes, so many wounds the demon 
reoeires. In a word, a recluse, seated in his chair to copy 
books, traYcls into different prorinces without moving from 
the spot, and the labor of his hands is felt even where he is 
not** 

Neariy erery monastery was provided with its Scripto- 
rium. Kicolas de Claarraaz, St Beniard's secretary, in one 
of his letters describes his cell, which he calls Seriptoriolum, 
where he copied books. And Mabillon, in his Etude$ 
Monoitiqueif says that in his time were still to be seen at 
Citeanz ** maaj of those little cells, iriiere the transcribers 
and bodibinders worked.** 

SUvestre's PaltogrofkU UmoentSU oontains a vast nuniF 
her of fao-similes of the most beautiful IlluminatH man- 
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luoripto of all ages and all ooontriaa ; and M< 
in hiB PaUjBographia Qrcsca^ gi^ea the names of otbt thiee 
Imndied oalligiaphen. He also giyea an aeooont of tbe 
books they copied* and the oolopfaons with whichy as with a 
satis&ctorj flourish of the pen, they closed their lonip-eon- 
tinned labors. Many of these are yery canons; ezpreasii^ 
joy, humility, remorse; entreating the reader's prayers and 
pardon for the writer's sins ; and sometimes pmnonfiwng & 
malediction on any one who should steal the book. A few of 
these I subjoin : — 

M As pilgrims rejoice, beholding their native land, so are 
transcribers made glad, beholding the end of a book." 

^Sweet is it to write the end of any book." 

** Te who read, pray for me, who haye written this book, 
the humble and sinful Theodulus." 

** As many therefore as shall read this book, pardon me^ 
I beseech you, if aught I haTe erred in accent acnte and 
grave, in apostrophe, in breathing soft or aspirate ; and may 
Grod save you all ! Amen." 

« If anything is well, praise the transcriber ; if ill, pardon 
his unskilfulness." 

'^ Ye who read, pray for me, the most sinful of all men, 
for the Lord's sake." 

** The hand that has written this book shall decay, alas t 
and become dust, and go down to the grave, the ooirapter 
of all bodies. But all ye who are of the portion of Cktist, 
pray that I may obtain the pardon of my sins. Again and 
again I beseech you with tears, brothers and fathers, accept 
my miserable supplication, O holy choir ! I am called John, 
woe is me 1 I am called Hiereus, or Sacerdos, in name only, 
not in unction." 

^ Whoever shall carry away this book, without permission 
of the Pope, may he incur the malediction of the Holy Trin- 
ity, of the Holy Mother of Grod, of Saint John the Baptist, 
of the one hundred and ei^teen holy Nioene Fathers, and 
of all the Saints ; the fate of Sodom and Gromorrah ; and the 
halter of Judas t Anathems, amen." 

^ Keep safe, O Trinity, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, my 
three fingers, with which I have written this book." 
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^ MathimaTan Machir tnuuoribed this diyinast book in toil, 
inflrmity, and dangen many." 

*'Baoehins Barbazdorins and Michael Sophianns wroto 
tliia book in sport and laughter, being the goests of their 
noble and common friend VinoentiaB FineUna, and Fetnis 
Nnnnina, a most learned man." 

This last colophon Montfanoon does not soffer to pass 
withoat reproof. ** Other calligxaphers,** he remarks, ** de- 
mand only the prayers of their readers, and the pardon of 
their sins ; bat these glory in their wantonness." 

Page 237. Friab Citthbebt. 

[In the first edition there is a Tariation in this scene, which 
is best shown by a fnll reprodnction, as follows : — 



Hoot at joax p>l»-f>c<d girli for bm t 
Kims Iks gtHaikUHde. 



OoBM, old foUoir, drink down to joor p^l 
But do not drink aoj fvtbor, I bof I 
imiAB 9ASL Hngt. 

Intkodajtof fold, 
The daj« d old, 
OiOM of wood 
Andbidiopofgoldf 



imiAB comoT, to IA0 pirl. 

What Ml infBnial nekat and din 1 

Ton nood not bhiih m, tliii*t no rfn. 

Ton look vny koty In fhto d^iolM, 

Xkongh tkore *■ MOMthlac wiokod in jour qpM I 

fium »AOL oonMmMf. 
How wo hw ohonfod 
1%«t law ao good. 
To croai of fold 
AndbUiopofwoodl 



I llko yoor aw ott Cmo ondor a hood. 
Wmiaf I kowoano yon Into tkla wajT 



It waa 70a, Friar Cntkbort, wko lad BMaatn;j, 
Bavo 70a fovgottan tba* daj In Jona, 
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Wha the dumli WM «> eool In the 
And I OHD0 in to oonf e« my rim ? 
That ii when ny rain begfaM. 



What Sa the name of yonder Mar, 

With an ^ye that glows like e coal of fire, 

And Rich e Uaok mam of tangled hair T 

The scene then oontinneB m in the text ontil neur the doae^ 
when there is another slight variationy as follows : — 

Ta iioHD, in eoi0(f{0n. 
The Abbot I the Abbot I 

WKUM UUIMMBI ', U> the ffM, 

Pat on your dl^gniae ! 



Hide the great flagon 

X^om the eyea of the dxagon I 



PnU the brown hood over yoor ftMSO) 
Lest yon bring me faito diegiaoe I] 

Page 237. Drink down to your peg ! 

One of the canons of Archbishop Anselm, pronralgatad at 
the beginning of the twelfth oentory, ordains ** that piiesta 
go not to drinking-bouts, nor drink to pegs." In the times 
of the hard-drinking Danes, King Edgar ordained that ** pins 
or nails shoold be f astened into the drinking^aps or horns 
at stated distances, and whosoever should drink beyond those 
marks at one draoght should be obnozions to a serezo poa- 
ishment." 

Sharpe, in his History of the Kings of England, says : 
"Our ancestors were formerly famous for oompotatfton ; 
their liquor was ale, and one method of amusing themselTes 
in this way was with the peg-tankard. I had lately one ci 
them in my hand. It had on the inside a row of eig^ pins» 
one above another, foom top to bottom. It held two qiuaits, 
and was a noble piece of plate, so that there was a gill ol 
ale, half a pint Winoester measure, between each peg. The 
law was, that every person that drank was to empty the 
space between pin and pin, so that the pins were so many 
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mewuies te make the eompany all drink alike, and to 8wal« 
low the same quantity of liquor. Thia waa a pretty sue 
method of T f^'^Wlng all the oompany drank, especially if it 
be considered that the role was, that whoever drank short of 
his pin, or beyond it, was obliged to drink again, and even as 
deep as to the next pin.'' 

F^ 239. The convent of St. Oildas de Rkuyg. 

Abdard, in a letter to his friend Fhilintns, giTSS a sad 
pictoTO of this monastery. ^ I liTe»" he says, '< in a bar- 
barons country, the language of which I do not understand ; 
I have no conTarsation but with the rudest people, my 
walks are on the inaccessible shore of a sea, which is per* 
petnaUy stormy, my monks are only known by their disso- 
luteness, and liring without any rule or order, could you see 
the abby, Fhilintas, you would not call it one. the doors 
and wails are without any ornament, except the heads of 
wild boars and hinds feet, which are nailed up against them, 
and the hides of fri|^tfol animals, the cells are hung with 
the skins of deer, the monks have not so much as a bell te 
wake them, the cocks and dogs supply that defect in short, 
they pass their whole days in hunting ; would to heaTcn that 
were their greatest fault ! or that their pleasure terminated 
there I I endearor in Tain to recall them to their duty ; 
they all combine against me, and I only expose myself to 
continual Taxations and dangers. I imagine I see erery mo> 
ment a naked sword hang OTor my head, sometamee they 
surround me, and load me with infinite abuses ; sometimee 
they abandon me, and I am left alone to my own tormenting 
thoughts. I make it my endeaTor to merit by my sufferings, 
and to appease an angry Qod. sometimes I gricYC for the 
loss of the house of the Paraclete, and wish to see it again, 
ah Philintus, does not the lore of Heloise still bum in my 
heart ? I have not yet triumphed orer that unhappy pas- 
sion, in the midst of my retirement I sigh, I weep, I pine, 
I speak the dear name Heloise, and am pleased to hear the 
sound.'* ~ X^ttov of the Cddnraied Ahdard and Heloite. 
TranOaied 5y Mr. John Hughee. Glasgow, 1751. 

Page 263w Were it not for fity moffic gartert and 9laff. 

Hie method of making the Magic Garters and the Magie 
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Staff u thus laid down in Lea Secrets MerveUleux au Peik 
Albert^ a French translation of Alberti Parti Lven LSbeBrnM 
de MvrabUSms Natures Areanis : — 

** Gather some of the herb called motherwort, when the 
■nn IB entering the first degree of the sign of Capricorn ; let 
it dry a little in the shade, and make some gaiters of the 
skin of a yomig hare ; that is to say, haying oat the sldn of 
the hare into strips two inches wide, doable them, sew the 
before-mentioned herb between, and wear them on yoor legs. 
No horse can long keep np with a man on foot, i^ is fnr- 
nished with these garters." — Page 128. 

** Gather, on the morrow of All-Saints, a strong branoli d 
willow, of which yon will make a staff, ftudiioned to jonr 
liking. Hollow it oat, by remoying the pith from within, 
after haying famished the lower end with an iron f erole. 
Pat into the bottom of the staff the two eyes of a yonqg 
wolf, the tongae and heart of a dog, three green ^^«*^«^ and 
the hearts of three swallows. These most all be dried in the 
son, Ibetween two papers, haying been first sprinUed with 
finely polyerixed saltpetre. Besides all these, pot into the 
staff seyen leayes of yeryain, gathered on the eye of SL John 
the Baptist, with a stone of diyers colors, which yoa will find 
in the nest of the lapwing, and stop the end of the staff with 
a pomel of box, or of any other material yoa please, and be 
assured that this staff will guarantee you from the petib 
and mishaps which too often be&Il trayeUers, either fiam 
robbers, wild beasts, mad dogs, or yenomoas animals. It 
will also procure you the good-will of those with whom yoa 
lodge.'' — Pkge IdO. 

Page 270. Saint Elmo^s ttars. 

So the Italian sailors call the phosphorescent gleams that 
sometimes play about the masts and rigging of diips. 

Page 271. The S<Aool of Salerno. 

For a history of the celebrated schools of Salerno and 
Monte-Cassino, the reader is referred to Sir Alexander 
Croke's Introduction to the Regimen Sanitatie SaiemiUmum; 
and to Kurt Sprengel's OeeMciie der Armeihmde^ L 463^ or 
Jourdan's French translation of it, HieUnre de la Mededne, 
11.354. 
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F^ 277. (M ikB kam$ of the Dumb Ox of Cologne. 

[« The dumb ox d Cologiie'' was ThomM Aqninaa, who 
was oalled by his eompanions in the Monastery of Cologne 
«the dnmb Sicilian Ox." See Robertson's Ckurdi Hiitory, 
B. Vn. ch, a] 

Fkge 993. He must spdl Baker. 

A local expression for doing anything difficult. In the old 
^lelling-books, Baker was the first word of two syllables, 
and when a child came to it he thon^ he had a hard task 
before him. 
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